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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
Onk Beakman knew he wanted to be 
a world-famous author from the moment 
he was hatched. In fact, the book-loving 
penguin was so keen that he wrote his 
first novel while still inside his egg (to 
this day, nobody is entirely sure where he 


got the tiny pencil and notebook from). 


Growing up on the icy wastes of 
Skylands’ Frozen Desert was difficult for 
a penguin who hated the cold. While his 
brothers plunged into the freezing wa- 
ters, Onk could be found with his beak 
buried in a book and a pen clutched in his 
flippers. 


Yet his life changed forever when a 


60f 87 7% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


giant floating head appeared in the skies 
above the tundra. It was Kaos, attempt- 
ing to melt the icecaps so he could get his 
grubby little hands on an ancient weapon 
buried beneath the snow. 

Onk watched open-beaked as Spyro 
swept in and sent the evil Portal Master 
packing. From that day, Onk knew that 
he must chronicle the Skylanders’ great- 
est adventures. He travelled the length 
and breadth of Skylands, collecting every 
tale he could find about Master Eon’s 
brave champions. 

Today, Onk writes from a shack on the 
beautiful sands of Blistering Beach with 


his two pet sea cucumbers. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
The Frozen Seas 


Anyone who has ever travelled to Sky- 
lands knows that it’s a magical place. 
Made up of an infinite number of float- 
ing realms, there’s an island for every- 
one. Like sun-drenched golden sands? 
No problem — head to Blistering Beach. 
Prefer the dark? Then you'll love Moon- 
light Mountains. There’s even an island 
where volcanoes spew sweet popcorn 
high into the sky. Perfect if you’re feeling 
peckish. 

Of course, not every island is popular. 
Take the Frozen Seas, for example. As the 
name suggests, it’s a chilly, unforgiving 


place. Massive waves of ice hang in the 
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air, frozen in place ever since an everlast- 
ing winter fell upon the island millions of 
years ago. It’s so cold that visitors eat ice 
cream to warm themselves up! 

Only people who really, really like the 
cold go to the Frozen Seas — which is why 
a Skylander by the name of Eruptor 
started this story in a particularly bad 
mood. 

Eruptor is a lava monster, born in the 
bowels of a volcano. Not the kind that 
gushes popcorn, but red-hot magma. 
He’s hot-headed in every sense of the 
word. Scalding lava bubbles beneath his 
rocky skin, ready to erupt at any moment, 
and he has a temper to match. Most of 
the time he keeps his bad moods in check, 
but he can’t help boiling over every now 
and then. Such as when he’s cold, for ex- 
ample — and on this day he was very, very 
cold. 

Eruptor gritted his teeth as he appeared 


on the top of one of those gigantic frozen 
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waves. The wind had cut through him as 


soon as he leapt from a Portal, chilling 


him to his molten core. 


“N-not g-good,” he stuttered, teeth 
chattering like castanets. “N-not g-good 
at-t-t all!” 

“What are you talking about, ‘Ruptor?” 
said the hulking four-armed creature 
who appeared beside him. “This looks 
cool to me!” 

“That’s the problem,” snarled Eruptor, 
turning to face the newcomer. “It’s all 
right for you, Slam Bam. You take an ice 
bath every night!” 

It was true. As a yeti, Slam Bam loved 
sub-zero conditions. In fact, before he 
became a Skylander, he had lived on a 
floating glacier. He’d spent his days carv- 
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ing ice-sculptures and eating snow 
cones. His Arctic existence only came to 
an end when an evil Portal Master known 
as Kaos blasted Slam Bam’s glacier, 
sending him adrift. Luckily, the yeti 
washed up on an island that belonged to 
Master Eon, the greatest Portal Master of 
them all. 

Eon had invited Slam Bam to join the 
Skylanders, the brave band of heroes 
who protect Skylands from evil villains 
like Kaos and his menacing minions. 
That is how Slam Bam had met Eruptor. 
Despite their differing temperatures, the 
two Skylanders became firm friends, 
united in their fight against the forces of 
the Darkness. 

Slam Bam had always wanted to visit 
the Frozen Seas, but had never managed 
to persuade Eruptor to join him — until 
today. Eon had received a cry for help 
from the Seas’ icy wastes and quickly dis- 


patched the two adventurers to investi- 
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gate, along with a third Skylander. 

“It’s fright time!” Grim _ Creeper 
announced as he appeared through the 
Portal, swirling his super-sharp scythe in 
excitement. 

“Hey, watch what you’re doing, Grim,” 
chuckled Slam Bam, throwing up two of 
his arms in fake alarm. “I don’t need a 
haircut right now.” 


Grim Creeper grinned. “Sorry, Slam. 


Just excited to be here.” 
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after the young ghost saved the presti- 
gious Grim Acres School for Ghost Wran- 
gling. At first, Grim had been turned 
away from the academy. The Scaremas- 
ter in charge thought that the young 
spirit didn’t have what it took to be a 
reaper. Then the school was attacked by 
a gang of galloping ghouls. The other pu- 
pils turned and fled in terror, but Grim 
stood his ground, saving students and 
teachers alike from the pesky polter- 
geists. Grim was welcomed into the 
school and, after he graduated, went on 
to join the Skylanders. This was his first 
mission and the Undead Skylander was 
itching to get started. 

“So, what do we do now?” Grim Creeper 
asked. 

“Go home?” Eruptor grumbled. 

A look of shock passed over the 
phantom’s face. “You’re kidding, right?” 

“Of course he is,” laughed Slam Bam. 


“Eruptor never gives up, no matter how 
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much he moans. Ain’t that right?” The 
yeti nudged Eruptor in the ribs, causing 
the hair on his elbows to sizzle slightly 
against the lava monster’s red-hot skin. 

Eruptor couldn’t hide a sneaky smile. 
“Cool it, Slam. I’ve got a rep to protect!” 

Before Slam could reply, a scream 
sounded across the icy ocean. 

“HEEEEEEELP!” 

“Sounds like someone’s in trouble,” 
Grim Creeper said, clutching his scythe 
tighter than ever. 

“That’s why we're here,” rumbled 
Eruptor, peering over the edge of the 
huge wave. “But how do we get down?” 

“We slide!” whooped Slam Bam, 
throwing himself forward. Grim Creep- 
er’s eyes widened as he watched the yeti 
zoom down the near-vertical drop of the 
frozen wave, arms outstretched like a 
surfer. 

“That looks like fun,” the Undead 
Skylander said, taking off after Slam 
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Bam. “Come on!” 

Eruptor shrugged and leapt into action 
behind the other two Skylanders. The ice 
beneath his feet hissed as he picked up 
speed. 

“Last one to the bottom’s a popsicle!” 
he shouted as he steamed past his 


friends. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
Cyclops Attack 


Eruptor skidded to a halt at the bottom 
of the wave, throwing up a thick flurry of 
snow. 

“OK,” he said, grinning wildly as Slam 
Bam appeared at his side. “I admit it. 
That was pretty cool.” 

“Nice sliding, bro,” Slam Bam said, fist- 
pumping the lava monster. “You're a nat- 
ural!” 

“Tve always told you I’m hot stuff!” 
Eruptor quipped, before turning his at- 
tention to the frozen landscape in front 
of them. “Now, who needs our help?” 

As if in answer, another terrified 


scream echoed across the ice. 
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“HELP US!” 

“This way,” Grim Creeper cried as he 
slid straight past them and started scur- 
rying towards a campsite in the distance. 

As the Skylanders drew closer, it 
became obvious what danger awaited 
them. Small figures seampered between 
the huts and tents, waving vicious-look- 
ing spears and heavy shovels. 

Eruptor’s mouth curled into a snarl. 
“Cyclopses,” he growled. “Those one- 
eyed weirdos make my blood boil!” 

“Don’t worry,” replied Slam Bam, his 
hands already curled into fists. “They’re 
about to face a cold snap!” 

“Yeah,” agreed Grim Creeper. “Let’s 
give them the fright of their lives!” 

On the edge of the camp, a cyclops saw 
something out of the corner of his only 
eye. He turned and let out a tiny squeak 
of terror. You see, cyclopses are basically 
cowardly bullies, happy to rampage as 


long as no one rampages back at them. 
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The campsite that the cyclopses were at- 
tacking belonged to a bunch of Ent ar- 
chaeologists, thoughtful walking twigs 
who wouldn’t know one end of arampage 
from the other. Attacking them was easy. 
They just rolled over and gave up. 

Skylanders were different, though. 
Skylanders were powerful. Skylanders 
were brave. 

Skylanders never gave up. 

Panicking, the cyclops raised his spear 
in the air and yelled, “Incoming!” 

All around him, his fellow cyclopses 
stopped terrorizing Ents and turned to 
face the advancing Skylanders. Almost as 
one, the cyclopses swallowed hard and 
threw up their defences. A row of Cyclops 
Snowblasters appeared in the snow, let- 
ting loose a barrage of snowballs. At the 
same time, Cyclops  Sleet-throwers 
loaded snow and ice on to their shovels 
and started chucking it at the heroes. 


Nearing the campsite, Slam Bam raised 
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all four of his hands and a wall of ice mag- 
ically appeared between the Skylanders 
and the cyclopses. The Snowblasters’ 
snowballs impacted harmlessly against 
the ice defences, giving Eruptor the 


chance he needed. 
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Not, / 
Win 
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“Fire!” he yelled, shooting balls of 
liquid lava into the air. They dropped into 
the ice behind the Snowblasters, sending 
steam shooting into the air. In seconds, 
the campsite was shrouded in scalding 
mist. 

“Spooktacular!” laughed Grim Creeper, 
sending his spectral scythe spinning past 
Slam Bam’s ice blocks. The weapon 
slammed into the Snowblasters one by 
one as the Skylanders rushed into the 
fray. 

At the centre of the battle, Bloodshot 
the Cyclops Gazermage peered through 
his massive magical magnifying glass. 
Through the fog, the one-eyed wizard 
could see his forces being attacked and 
hear the sound of whistling scythes, 
thumping fists and flaming lava blobs. 
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This was why he’d never wanted to 
command a cyclops squadron in the first 
place. He’d been far happier studying 
magical scrolls back at the Crystal Eye 
Castle. But, like all minions of evil, 
Bloodshot knew that when his master 
called he couldn’t disobey. 

And who was his master? Bloodshot 
waved a hand over his magnifying glass. 
The lens flared with unnatural light be- 
fore a face appeared in the centre of the 
bronze hoop. A face that was feared 
across Skylands. A face that glared back 
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at Bloodshot with blazing red eyes. The 
face of Kaos! 

“Bloodshot!” the evil Portal Master 
snapped, his voice echoing from the mag- 
nifying glass. “What did I tell you?” 

Bloodshot shuffled his feet in the 
snow. “Erm, not to disturb you until 
we've found the treasure?” 

“Exactly!” Kaos said. “And have you 
found the treasure?” 

Bloodshot’s head dropped. “No, my 
Lord. We have not.” 

“THEN WHY ARE YOU DISTURBING 
ME, FOOL?” Kaos ranted. “Don’t you 
know it’s my day for rearranging my evil 
potion collection? You know how I hate 
to be interrupted when I’m rearranging 
my evil potion collection. Have you for- 
gotten what happened to the last person 
who interrupted me when I was rear- 
ranging my evil potion collection?” 

Bloodshot whimpered. How could 


anyone forget? The last person to inter- 
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rupt Lord Kaos while he was rearranging 
his evil potion collection was atroll bythe 
name of General Monkeywrench. Kaos 
had transformed him into a giant pair of 
underpants, which he had then given to 
an underpants-eating rag monster as a 
light snack. Up to that point, no one had 
even known that such beasts existed, let 
alone that they were so partial to under- 
garments. Needless to say, Bloodshot 
didn’t want to end up going the same way 
as Monkeywrench — but this was an 
emergency. 

“T-I’m sorry, Lord Kaos,” Bloodshot 
stammered. “But look ...” 

The Gazermage twisted the magnifying 
glass to show the familiar silhouettes of a 
certain lava monster, yeti and reaper. 

“SKYLOSERS!” raged Kaos through 
the lens. “What are they doing there?” 

“T think they aim to foil your fiendish 
plans, my Lord!” 

“Typical,” hissed Kaos. “Anyone would 
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think they don’t want me to take over 
Skylands and spread evil as far as the eye 
can see.” 

“T-I know,” agreed Bloodshot 
sheepishly. “It’s unbelievable. But what 
do you want us to do?” 

“What do I want you to do?” Kaos 
shrieked, not believing what his evil little 
ears were hearing. “I want you to defeat 
them, you one-eyed NINCOMPOOP! 
What do you think I want you to do to 
them?” 

Bloodshot’s shoulders sagged. He’d 
hoped that Lord Kaos was going to say 
that he wanted them to run away as fast 
as their stubby little legs could carry 
them. “Oh, OK then. We’ll defeat them. 
Just checking, you know.” 

“Then what are you waiting for?” Kaos 
screeched. “Or do you want me to reach 
for my ‘Turn Spineless Fools Into a Really 
Big Pair of Bloomers’ potion? I know it’s 


here somewhere. After all, I was rear- 
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ranging my _ evil potions _ before 
SOMEONE DISTURBED ME!” 

“Y-yes, Lord Kaos,” Bloodshot 
stammered. “I mean, no, Lord Kaos. 
We'll get right on it!” 

“THEN GET ON WITH IT!” yelled the 
Portal Master. 

Bloodshot didn’t hang around any 
longer. He raised his magnifying glass 
high in the air and shouted “CYCLOPS 
ATTACK!” at the top of his voice — which, 
to be honest, wasn’t a very high place. 

It didn’t matter anyway. While 
Bloodshot had been talking to his dark 
master, the Skylanders had waded 
through the Coldspear Cyclopses, the 
Sleet-throwers and even the Snowblast- 
ers. Bloodshot’s troops were lying on the 
ice, single eyes spinning. And the Sky- 
landers? They were standing around 
Bloodshot in a rather menacing ring. 

“Now, what have we here?” asked 


Eruptor, looking the trembling cyclops 
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up and down. 

“T don’t know,” replied Slam Bam, 
watching as the Gazermage peered at 
them through his oversized magnifying 
glass, “but it’s plain to see that it’s no 
good hiding behind that thing!” 

“O-oh yeah?” stammered Bloodshot, 
not feeling half as brave as he was trying 
to sound. “Well, here’s one in the eye for 
you!” 

A beam of dazzling light burst from the 
lens and hit Eruptor full on. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
A Chilling Discovery 


Eruptor was thrown back by the blast, 
cutting a deep trail through the ice. 

The other  Skylanders quickly 
retaliated, with Grim Creeper swiping 
through the air with his scythe. Blood- 
shot ducked, the blade neatly slicing off 
the top of his pointed hat. But he found 
it impossible to evade the ice prison that 
Slam Bam created around him. 

“That’s put him on ice,” the yeti 
rumbled as Eruptor got back to his feet. 
“You OK, ‘Ruptor?” 

“Of course I am,” the lava monster shot 
back. “It'll take more than a little squirt 
like that to make me hot under the col- 


” 


lar. 
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The Skylanders turned as a weedy voice 
called over to them. “Oh, thank the be- 
nevolent ancients that you've arrived,” it 
said. “I thought we were done for, and no 
mistake.” 

A thin Ent with a bushy moustache 
stomped over, cumbersome snowshoes 


attached to his narrow feet. 


“Don’t worry,” said Slam Bam, holding 
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out a hand. “You're safe now.” 

“Dead safe,” added Grim Creeper. 

The Ent cautiously took Slam Bam’s 
massive paw, obviously hoping that the 
muscular yeti wouldn't shake his hand 
too vigorously. “Indeed we are, Sky- 
landers. Thanks to you. My name is Pro- 
fessor Splinters. I am the leader of this 
expedition.” 

Eruptor made the introductions on 
behalf of the group. “Well, I’m Eruptor. 
My four-armed friend is Slam Bam, and 
this is Grim Creeper.” 

Professor Splinters nodded nervously. 
“Yes, we ... er ... we know who you are. In 
fact, we were about to call you before the 
cyclopses attacked.” 

“You were?” Eruptor said, his boiling 
brow creasing. “Why?” 

The Ent wrung his gnarled hands 
together. “I think it’s better that I show 
KOO YAAAARGH!” 


Professor Splinters screamed as one of 
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his wooden arms caught alight. Eruptor 
turned to see that Bloodshot had melted 
his way out of Slam Bam’s ice prison and 
was firing on the weakest member of the 
group. 

“Typical bully,” the lava monster 
roared, opening his mouth wide. “Makes 
me kinda sick!” 

One of Eruptor’s less polite habits is 
belching out streams of lava. It can hap- 
pen when he’s nervous, surprised, angry 
or just plain bored. On this occasion it 
was aimed right at the Gazermage. 
Bloodshot turned to flee, but it was too 
late. The flowing magma cut a deep crev- 
ice in the ice beneath the cyclops’ feet. 

“Lord Kaos, help me!” Bloodshot 
squealed as he fell, his cry breaking off 
with a loud crunch. 

The Skylanders peered into the crevice. 
The dazed cyclops had landed on a glit- 


tering heap of jewels and coins. 
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“Woah, shiny!” Slam Bam exclaimed. 


“Good heavens!” exclaimed Professor 
Splinters, cradling his charred arm. 
“You've uncovered buried treasure, 
Eruptor.” 

“He has?” said Bloodshot, looking 
around the bottom of the pit. With a 
burst of hysterical laughter, the Gaz- 
ermage scrabbled through the treasure 
until he snatched up a tiny golden coin. 

“Ha-ha-haaaaa!” he cackled 
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uncontrollably. “I’ve found it! Lord Kaos, 
I’ve found it!” 

“Found what?” Grim Creeper asked as 
the cyclops hopped from one foot to the 
other in excitement. 

“Trouble!” Eruptor warned as dark 
clouds started to roll across the normally 
clear sky. 

“Well done, Bloodshot,” boomed a 
voice. “You’re obviously not as foolish as 
you look, FOOL!” 

The clouds parted to reveal a gigantic 
glowing head leering down at the Sky- 
landers. 

“Kaos!” Slam Bam hissed. 

“Come to fight us yourself, eh?” jeered 
Eruptor. 

“That’s the spirit,” called Grim Creeper. 

“Fight you?” the floating head snorted. 
“Why would I waste my _ time, 
SKYBLUNDERERS?” 

“Good point,” Grim Creeper yelled 
back, undaunted by the eerie lightning 
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that flashed through the black clouds. 
“Your time is up and everyone knows it.” 

“My time is up?” barked Kaos. “I don’t 
think so, DIM CREEPER! Now, that I 
have that coin, I have all the time in the 
world! The age of the Skylanders is over. 
Now is the age of KAOOOOOS!” 

Before the Skylanders could respond, 
the floating head exploded into a blaze of 
light. Eruptor threw up a hand to protect 
his eyes, but when the glare subsided 
Kaos was gone — as was the Gazermage 
at the bottom of the pit. 

“What was that all about?” asked Slam 
Bam. Eruptor shook his head. “Beats me. 
The little creep’s making even less sense 
than usual.” 

“T think I might have an idea,” said 
Professor Splinters mournfully. “You’d 
better come with me.” 

The Skylanders exchanged confused 
glances as the Ent led them to the en- 


trance of an underground cave. 
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“We found this tunnel in the first week 
of our expedition,” Professor Splinters 
explained. “However, we only uncovered 
its terrible secret this morning. A chilling 
discovery, you might say.” 

Eruptor pulled a face. “Why don’t I like 
the sound of that?” 

Professor Splinters ducked beneath the 
low entrance, beckoning for the others to 
follow. 

The tunnel was steep, with a slippery, 
icy floor. Eruptor went ahead of his two 
friends, his natural heat melting a safe 
path into the gloom. 

After trudging deeper and deeper in 
silence, they found themselves in a huge 
chamber. A mass of stalactites hung from 
the roof like dragon’s teeth. 

“This entire space was filled with ice,” 
the Ent explained, fetching a flaming 
torch from the wall. “We’ve been clearing 
it bit by bit, unearthing amazing artefacts 
from the dawn of Skylands itself.” 
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“Like the coin Kaos was so pleased 
about?” Slam Bam asked, his breath 
frosting in the chilled air of the cave. 

“Bigger than that,” Splinters said. 
“Pottery. Weapons. Even statues.” 

He swung the torch round to illuminate 
a tall and regal sculpture carved from 
pure diamond. 

“Woah!” said Slam Bam as the light of 
the torch reflected off the statue’s spar- 
kling face. 

“Woah indeed, Skylander!” said 
Splinters, leading them to a wall of ice at 
the far end of the chamber. “We still have 
a lot of ice to clear, but there’s something 
else.” 

“What?” asked Grim Creeper, unable to 
keep the excitement from his ghostly 
voice. “More statues?” 

“Not exactly,” said the Professor, the 
light from the torch picking out a figure 
in the ice. 


A very familiar figure. 
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Slam Bam gasped. “But that’s 
impossible ...” 

Grim Creeper agreed. “It has to be a 
trick.” 

Eruptor didn’t say anything at first. He 
just stared at the frozen face in the icy 
prison. 

It was like looking into a mirror. 

“That’s me,” he said, not believing what 
his eyes were seeing. “That’s me, trapped 


in the ice!” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
The Nightmare King 


“T don’t understand,” said Grim Creeper, 
peering at the figure in the ice. “How can 
that be you?” 

“T don’t care,” replied Eruptor. “I’m 
getting me outta there!” 

Without another word, Eruptor blazed 
lava straight at the block of ice. Steam 
filled the cavern, but the ice stubbornly 
refused to thaw. 

“T don’t understand,” panted Eruptor. 
“Why won’t it melt?” 

Slam Bam pressed a palm against the 
ice and closed his eyes as if communicat- 
ing with the frozen water. “Because it’s 
magic, bro. Something is keeping this ice 


frozen.” 
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“So how are we going to get me out?” 
Eruptor asked, barely keeping his temper 
in check. 

“And how can you be trapped in there 
anyway,” Grim Creeper added, “when 
you re already standing out here?” 

“Time,” said a gentle but strong voice 
from behind them. “It’s all a matter of 
time.” 

A tall man with a long white beard 
entered the chamber. His flowing robes 
swept across the cavern floor as he 
walked towards the Skylanders, his staff 
tap-tap-tapping against the stone. 

“Master Eon!” Eruptor exclaimed. 
“What are you doing here?” 

“IT came as soon as I saw what Professor 
Splinters had found,” the Portal Master 
replied, his face etched with concern. 

“What do you mean you saw it?” Grim 
Creeper asked. 

“T witness everything you see, through 


my Portal of Power,” Eon replied. “How 
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else do you think I watch over you in bat- 
tle?” 

“Well, have you seen this?” Eruptor 
asked, indicating his deep-frozen double. 
“Ts that really me in there?” 

Eon bowed his head and the crystal 
sphere at the top of his staff glowed for a 
moment. When the Portal Master raised 
his head again, his expression was more 
serious than ever. “Yes, Eruptor. I’m 
afraid that is indeed you.” 

“But how?” Slam Bam asked, shrugging 
all four of his shoulders. “Not even a Sky- 
lander can be in two places at once.” 

“They can if they’ve travelled in time.” 

“But Ive never time-travelled,” 
Eruptor said, still confused. 

“Not yet,” the wise Portal Master said, 
looking at the lava monster sadly. “But 
you obviously will. At some point in your 
future you will travel back in time and be- 
come trapped in this sheet of ice.” 


Eon turned to the Ent archaeologist as 
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the Skylanders let his words sink in. 
“Professor Splinters, for how long has the 
ice filled this chamber?” 
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The Ent rapped against the ice block 
with a wooden knuckle. “Almost five 
thousand years,” the academic replied, 
pushing his glasses back up his twig-like 
nose. “Give or take the odd century.” 

“Five thousand years?” Eruptor 
gasped, staring at his frozen self. 

Eon nodded. “I feared as much. 
Professor Splinters, have you a coin I 
could examine?” 

The Ent rummaged around in the 
satchel that hung from his narrow shoul- 
ders. “Yes,” he said, drawing out a small 
golden disc. “I have one here.” 

He passed the coin to Eon. 

“Thank you,” said the Portal Master, 
turning it over in his hand. “And have you 
identified the face on this coin?” 

The Ent shook his head. “I’m afraid not. 
It’s the same fellow as the statue, but we 
have no idea who he was. It’s a mystery.” 

“If only that were true,” said Eon, 


sorrowfully. Slam Bam raised his shaggy 
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eyebrows. “You recognize him, Master 
Eon?” 

The Portal Master nodded. “This is 
King Nefarion, the most terrifying tyrant 
ever to rule Skylands.” 

Eruptor took a closer look at the 
arrogant face on the gold coin. “So, what 
makes him so special?” 

In answer, Eon turned the coin to show 
them the other side. 


The three Skylanders gasped as one. 

“The Mask of Power,” whispered Grim 
Creeper in awe. 

“The Mask of what?” Professor 
Splinters asked, looking up from the 


notebook where he had been carefully 
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scribbling all of this down. 

Eruptor took up the story. “Thousands 
of years ago, a wicked king had his Spell 
Punks create a magical mask that would 
make him all-powerful.” 

“He was defeated,” continued Grim 
Creeper, “and the Mask was broken into 
eight pieces. One for each Element.” 

“Kaos has been searching for the 
fragments,” Slam Bam told the Profes- 
sor. “He has five of them and we have 
one. The other two are still lost.” 

“And let me guess,” chipped in Eruptor, 
meeting Eon’s gaze. “The wicked king 
was this guy.” 

Eon nodded and stepped aside to reveal 
the diamond statue they had all admired 
earlier. “Nefarion terrorized Skylands for 
hundreds of years. The Skylanders of the 
time were banished, and Portal Masters 
were hunted one by one. Had he not been 
defeated, the Portal Masters would have 
been wiped off the face of Skylands. Dur- 
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ing his reign, his subjects knew him by 


another name — the Nightmare King.” 


Slam Bam shivered. “Woah! Is it me or 
has it got colder in here?” 

“If I'm right,” said Eon, “this is 
Nefarion’s throne room, buried beneath 
the ice for many an age. Forgotten until 
it was unearthed by Professor Splinters.” 

“But that still doesn’t explain why 
Eruptor’s buried here as well,” pointed 
out Slam Bam. 

“True,” said Eon, “but it can be no 
coincidence that Kaos sent his cyclopses 


” 


to... 
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The Portal Master’s voice trailed off 
and he grew suddenly pale. 

“Master Eon?” said Eruptor, rushing 
forward. “Are you OK?” 

“Dizzy,” the Portal Master replied, 


stumbling backwards. “I feel so, so diz- 


” 


zy. 

The old man fainted and was only saved 
from hitting the cold floor by Slam Bam 
catching him in his powerful arms. 

The silver coin slipped from Eon’s 
fingers and clattered against the stone 
floor. Moving quickly, Grim Creeper 
scooped it up and stared in disbelief at its 
face. 

“What’s wrong, Grim?” asked Eruptor. 

The Undead Skylander showed the lava 
monster the coin. “This!” 

Now it was Eruptor’s turn to be 
amazed. The face of King Nefarion was 
slowly transforming into the grinning 


image of Kaos! 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
All Change 


“Now what’s happening?” said Eruptor, 
feeling giddy himself. “Why’s Kaos on the 
coin instead of ...” 

He paused, searching for the name that 
Eon had mentioned only moments ago. 
What was it? Nefari-something? How 
could he have forgotten it already? 

“Nefarion,” muttered Eon weakly, still 
slumped in Slam Bam’s arms. 

“Master Eon,” the yeti called. “You’re 
awake!” 

“Remember the name,” was all the 
Portal Master could say in reply. “Re- 
member Nefarion. Can you do that?” 

“Of course we can,” said Eruptor, 


helping Eon to stand once again. “Nefar- 
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ion! See?” 

“Who?” asked Grim Creeper, looking 
confused. 

“The Nightmare King,” Slam Bam 
prompted. “The one Master Eon told us 
about. You know, whatshisname.” 

Grim Creeper shook his head. “Nope, 
never heard of him!” 

Eruptor was starting to lose his cool. 
“What’s wrong with you, Grim?” He 
pointed to the diamond statue. “Him!” 

“You can’t blame Grim Creeper,” said 
Eon. “Look!” 

They all turned to the statue, only to see 
it become a blur. The cruel, regal face was 
shifting, transforming into someone 
even crueller. 

“But that’s Kaos,” said Eruptor, now 
completely bewildered. “Wasn’t it some- 
one else before?” 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” snapped 
Professor Splinters. “It’s always been a 


statue of Emperor Kaos, all hail his terri- 
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ble name.” 

“All hail his what?” asked Slam Bam. 

“What happened to Nera-whatsit?” 
Eruptor asked Eon. 

The Portal Master was leaning heavily 
on his staff. “I can’t remember, and that’s 
the problem. History is being re-written 
even as we speak. I can barely recall the 
name of the Nightmare King myself.” 

“What wickedness is this?” snarled 
Professor Splinters. “You don’t remem- 
ber the name of the Nightmare King? It’s 
Kaos of course! It always has been! Who 
are you people and what are you doing 
here?” 

“You don’t know us, Professor?” asked 
Eruptor. “But you called us here!” 

“Impossible!” the Ent spat. 

Eruptor realized for the first time that 
the Professor’s clothes had changed. A 
minute ago Splinters had been wearing a 
natty safari suit and pith helmet combo, 


but now the archaeologist was decked 


26 of 87 30% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


out in a suit of shining armour. If that 
wasn’t bad enough, his chest plate was 
emblazoned with the face of Kaos him- 
self! 

The Ent pointed a long curved sword at 
the Skylanders that Eruptor was sure 
hadn't been in his hand before. “You are 
trespassing in Emperor Kaos’ Ice Palace. 


You must be executed immediately!” 


Eruptor had no idea what was 
happening, but he didn’t like it. No one 
threatened the Skylanders and got away 
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with it — especially after they'd only come 
to help. “Get ready to feel the burn,” he 
growled, a fresh supply of lava already 
rumbling in the pit of his stomach. 

Beside him, Slam Bam and Grim 
Creeper dropped into defensive posi- 
tions, ready to hold back the army of 
trolls that had somehow appeared from 
nowhere behind General Splinters. 

General? thought Eruptor to himself. 
Didn’t Splinters used to be a Professor? 

It didn’t matter. If it was a battle 
Splinters wanted, a battle he would get. 

Eruptor opened his mouth, ready to 
smother them all in a lava bath. 

“No!” shouted Eon from behind him. 
The Portal Master slammed his staff on 
the flagstones beneath their feet and 
there was a sound like thunder. The cav- 
ern dissolved in a blinding flash and, 
when the Skylanders blinked to clear 
their eyes, they were standing in Eon’s 


own fortress, a long, long way from the 
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Frozen Seas. 

“That’s better,” Eon breathed, slowing 
rising to his full height. “The walls of the 
Citadel will protect us, for now at least.” 

“What was all that about?” asked 
Eruptor. 

“Yeah, where did all those trolls come 
from?” Slam Bam added. 

“And what happened to Splinters?” 
chipped in Grim Creeper. “Why did he go 
all evil on us?” 

Eon staggered over to his Portal of 
Power, still feeling the effects of whatever 
had just happened. “History is changing 
— and I think we all know who’s behind 
it.” 

Muttering a series of magic words, Eon 
waved a hand over the Portal. Immedi- 
ately its surface began to cloud, and an 
image formed through the mist. 

“Behold, the lair of Kaos ...” 

The Skylanders peered at the image of 


a dank, dreary-looking chamber, com- 
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plete with numerous statues of Kaos 
around its walls. Kaos looking trium- 
phant. Kaos looking angry. Kaos looking 
smug. 

“T don’t like what he’s done with the 
place,” commented Eruptor. “Where is 
he?” 

“He has gone,” Eon said sadly. 

“Where?” 

“Into the past. Look.” 

Another wave of Eon’s hand saw figures 
appear in the room. Kaos and, beside 
him, his faithful troll butler, Glum- 
shanks. The evil Portal Master snapped 
his fingers and, in a flash of light, a Cy- 
clops Gazermage appeared — Bloodshot! 

“These are events that have already 
happened,” Eon said. 

“That’s the dude from the dig,” Slam 
Bam pointed out as Bloodshot handed 
Kaos the coin he’d found in the bottom of 
the crevice. The Portal Master danced a 


little jig — a particularly evil little jig. 
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“This is it, Glumshanks,” they heard 
Kaos crow. “The moment that I, 
KAOOOS, have been waiting for. The day 
I wipe Eon and his miserable band of 
Skylanders from history.” 

“What does he mean?” asked Eruptor, 
only to be shushed by Eon. The elderly 
Portal Master was staring intently at the 
scene playing out in front of them. 

“Are you ready, Glumshanks?” Kaos 
asked, “Are you ready to rebuild Sky- 
lands in my image?” 

“Well, I haven’t done the laundry, Lord 
Kaos,” admitted the green troll. “Your 
socks haven’t been washed for a decade 
or two.” 

“My socks can wait, FOOL! Where we 
are going, I will have as many new socks 
as I want. Truly evil socks. Socks carved 
from pure GOLD!” 

“Won't that be awfully uncomfortable, 
Lord —” 

“SILENCE!” Kaos held out a chubby 
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hand. “Give me the ancient mystic words 
NOW!” 

“The ancient mystic what?” asked 
Glumshanks, exchanging a confused 
look with Bloodshot. 

“The ancient mystic words that will 
allow us to travel back to the time of the 
Nightmare King. The ancient mystic 
words I gave you for safekeeping. The an- 
cient mystic words that you pledged your 
life to protect, come what may.” 

“Oh, those,” Glumshanks said, pulling 
a scrappy piece of parchment from his 
tatty robes. “Sorry, I thought you meant 
some other ancient mystic words.” 

Kaos snatched the paper from the troll, 
shooting him his deadliest glare. Clear- 
ing his throat, the Portal Master held the 
coin of King Nefarion aloft and began to 
read aloud. 

“1. Wash Lord Kaos’ socks. 

“2. Wash Lord Kaos’ feet. 

“3. Throw away the cloths I used to 
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wash Lord Kaos’ feet. 

“4. Polish Lord Kaos’ head ...” 

The Skylanders looked at each other. 
“They don’t sound like ancient mystic 
words to me,” said Grim Creeper. 

Kaos seemed to agree. “Glumshanks, 
what is this?” he shrieked. 

The troll looked sheepish and turned 
the parchment over in Kaos’ hand. “Sor- 
ry, Lord Kaos, I must have written my to- 
do list on the other side. Here.” 

“When I am all-powerful, remind me to 
banish you to the Outlands, FOOL!” 
screamed Kaos. 

“Yes, Lord Kaos,” replied Glumshanks 
wearily. “I'll add it to my list.” 

Kaos returned his attention to the 
parchment, held the coin back up and be- 
gan to read once again: 

“Emit fo sdniw, 
Kcab em ekat, 


Tsap eht ot, 
Pals thgir a teg Il’uoy ro!” 
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When nothing happened, Kaos 
screamed, “These mystic words don’t 
work.” 

“You could try reading the letters 
backwards, Lord Kaos,” Glumshanks 
suggested. 

“IT knew that, you FOOL!” Kaos 
snapped. He began to read the letters 
backwards, then added one final not-so- 
ancient mystic word: “NOW!” 

A rift in the very fabric of time and 
space appeared behind the Portal 
Master. Impossible colours twisted in- 
side the hole in the air. Reddy-black 
greens, purplish-orange whites and sky - 
blue pinks. As the Skylanders gaped, 
Kaos and his butler were sucked through 
the rift, screaming their little heads off, 
before the hole closed again. 

Left alone, Bloodshot blinked in 
disbelief. “Well, that’s something you 
don’t see every day,” he muttered to him- 
self. 
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The surface of the Portal returned to 
normal. 

“Where did they go?” asked Slam Bam. 

“Isn’t it obvious?” replied Eruptor. 
“Into the past. Emperor Kaos is going to 
try to change history.” 

“All hail his terrible name,” muttered 
Grim Creeper, before slapping a black- 
gloved hand across his mouth. “What did 
I just say?” 

“You can’t help it,” Eon said, looking 
paler than ever. “Emperor Kaos has al- 
ready conquered the past.” 

“All hail his terrible name,” the three 
Skylanders said in unison before they 
could stop themselves. They too were be- 
ing affected by the changes to history. 

“He must have got fed up with trying to 
find the segments of the Mask of Power 
in the present,” Eruptor said. 

Eon nodded. “He has gone back to take 
the Mask from King Nefar-whatsit him- 
self.” 
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Outside the Citadel, the light began to 
dim, grey clouds flooding across the sky. 
“He’s already won?” asked Slam Bam. 

“Never!” said Eon. “Grim Creeper, do 
you still have the coin bearing Emperor 
Kaos’ face?” 

“T do,” said the reaper, producing the 
coin and biting his lip so he wouldn't be 
forced to add “all hail his terrible name”. 

“Can you perform the same spell?” 
asked Eruptor. 

“T can,” admitted Eon. “But powerful 
words such as these can only be used 
once bya Portal Master. We can send folk 
back in time and return them to the pre- 
sent, but that is it.” 

“So we only have one chance,” realized 
Slam Bam. 

“Then we better make it count,” said 
Grim Creeper, brandishing his scythe de- 
fiantly. 

“Tl try to send you back to a point in 


time before whatshisname steals the 
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Mask of Power,” Eon explained, turning 
the coin over in his fingers. “You must 
stop him from defeating the Nightmare 
King and creating this future.” 

“What are we waiting for?” urged 
Eruptor. “Let’s go!” 

A worrying thought occurred to Slam 
Bam. “But, Eruptor, if you head back into 
the past you'll end up trapped in that ice. 
We know. We’ve seen it.” 

Eruptor avoided his friend’s worried 
gaze. “We have to stop Emperor Kaos —” 

“All hail his terrible name!” cut in Slam 
Bam. 

“Whatever it takes!” the lava monster 
concluded. “Let’s put history right!” 

He looked up at Eon, who smiled at the 
brave Fire Skylander. 

“T knew I could depend on you,” the 
Portal Master said, before raising the 
coin into the air and reciting the time- 


travel spell they had heard Kaos say: 
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“Emit fo sdniw, 

Kcab em ekat, 

Tsap eht ot, 

Pals thgir a teg ll’uoy ro!” 

Behind them, the gateway to the past 
opened, threatening to drag the Sky- 
landers off their feet. 

Eruptor didn’t wait. He was the first 
one to jump through the rift, leaping to- 


wards his own destiny. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
The Forest of Fire 


Travelling through a Portal of Power is 
like the best roller-coaster ride ever. Fun, 
but a little scary the first time you do it. 

Travelling through time turned out to 
be the complete opposite of fun. Eruptor 
felt as if he was first being turned inside- 
out and then outside-in, before the entire 
process repeated all over again. 

It was like falling down a never-ending 
tunnel. Or should that be falling up a nev- 
er-ending tunnel? Eruptor found it hard 
to tell, especially with so many images of 
Skylands’ history flashing past his eyes. 
He saw the SWAP Force defending 
Mount Cloudbreak, followed by the 
Giants defeating the Arkeyan King. Then 
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there were glimpses of events he knew 
nothing of. The shriek of a four-headed 
beast and the blast of a huge explosion. 
Eon’s Citadel lying in ruins. The Sky- 
landers flying through space towards a 
distant blue-and-green planet. No, it had 
to be his mind playing tricks on him. He 
couldn’t really be seeing the past and the 
future mixing together ... could he? 

He was spinning faster now, round and 
round and round. His body felt like it was 
stretching, like it was a string of sheep- 
wool sausages caught in a tug of war be- 
tween two Chompies. He felt as if his 
body was about to snap in two. 

“Can’t ... take ... much ... more ... of ... 
this!” he moaned, his voice distorting in 
the time tunnel. 

Suddenly he saw a light up ahead, 
burning brighter than a million suns. 
Eruptor tried to turn away from it, but he 
was being pulled closer, and closer, and 


closer, and then ... 
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WHUMPH! 

Eruptor hit the ground, hard. He didn’t 
mind. In fact, he laughed — a deep, boom- 
ing belly laugh that made his sides ache. 
He rolled on to his back and felt warm air 
on his skin. 

He’d made it through the time tunnel. 
He was alive. But where was he? Eruptor 
sat up, looking around. A ring of tall, 
green trees encircled a clearing of lush 
grass. Insects chirped all around and 
birds sung high in the air. 

WHUMPH! 

Another body hit the ground behind 
him. Eruptor turned to see Grim Creeper 
sitting on his head, his translucent legs 
pin-wheeling in the air. 

Another crash to their right delivered 
Slam Bam, all four of his arms tangled up 
in a knot of limbs. 

“Woah,” groaned the yeti. “That’s the 
last time I'll moan about Flynn’s bumpy 


rides.” 
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Grim Creeper flipped over on to his 
feet. “Is this the past?” the reaper asked. 


“Your guess is as good as mine,” said 
Eruptor. 

“But this is a forest,” said Slam Bam, 
untangling his arms. “I thought King Ne- 
farion’s castle was in the Frozen Seas?” A 
smile spread over the yeti’s face. “Hey, I 
remembered the Nightmare King’s 
name!” 

Eruptor tried something for himself. 
“Kaos,” he said. “Kaos, Kaos, Kaos, 


” 


Kaos!” Now the lava monster was grin- 
ning too. “I don’t have to call him 
Emperor Kaos!” 

“Or hail his terrible name,” pointed out 
Grim Creeper. 


“Eon did it!” Slam Bam realized. “Kaos 
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obviously hasn’t got his grubby little 
mitts on the Mask of Power yet! We still 
have time to save the future!” 

Eruptor rubbed his temple. “If you say 
so. All of this time-travelling is making 
my brain hurt.” 

“T don’t know what you're complaining 
about,” Slam Bam said, fanning himself 
with three of his hands. “This place is 
sweltering. You must love it.” 

“T dunno,” Eruptor grumbled. “It could 
be a little hotter.” Behind him, a tree 
burst into flames. “Me and my big 
mouth.” 

“Eruptor!” exclaimed Slam Bam. “Did 
you do that?” 

“No,” insisted the lava monster. Fire 
broke out in the branches of two more 
trees around the clearing. Then three. 
Then four! Soon, every single tree was 
ablaze. 

“Well, someone’s turning up the heat!” 


yelled Grim Creeper. Faces were forming 
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in the flickering flames. Angry-looking 
faces. 

“T think it’s the trees themselves,” 
Eruptor realized. “They’re alive.” 

“THIS IS THE FOREST OF FIRE!” 
boomed the first tree that had caught 
alight. “YOU ARE ENEMIES OF THE 
NIGHTMARE KING!” 

“Actually,” said Slam Bam, “we’re 
kinda here to help him out. He’s in dan- 
ger from an evil Portal Master from the 


future. We’ve come back to stop him!” 
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“LIAR!” screamed the trees as one. 

“T gotta admit, I’m finding it hard to 
believe myself,” admitted Eruptor, but 
the trees weren't listening. They were 
pulling back their branches as if they 
were about to throw something at the 
Skylanders. Which is exactly what they 
did. 

“Fireballs!” warned Eruptor as the first 
ball of flames fizzed towards the Sky- 
landers. “Defend yourselves!” 

“No kidding,” Slam Bam shouted back, 
surrounding them with a wall of ice — not 
that the barrier would last long. 

“Time to cut and run,” yelled Grim 
Creeper, vaulting over a rapidly thawing 
ice block. He raced across the clearing, 
waving his scythe above his head. 

Eruptor wasn’t about to let his spooky 
friend put himself in danger on his own. 
He opened his mouth, swallowing an in- 
coming fireball. 


“Mmmmm,” he said, licking his lips. 
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“Hot and spicy! Just how I like it!” 

The lava monster leapt around, 
gobbling up every fireball the trees threw 
their way. Soon he was full to bursting. 
Meanwhile, Grim Creeper was struggling 
to get near the trees without being beaten 
back by their burning branches. Even the 
ghost’s black tunic was smouldering 
from the heat. 

Slam Bam wasn’t coping much better. 
His ice defences were melting faster than 
he could build them. 

“Eruptor!” he shouted. “Can’t you fight 
fire with fire?” 

But the lava monster just looked sick. 
“T ate too much,” he said, barfing up a 
pool of magma that nearly frazzled Grim 
Creeper’s feet. “Sorry!” 

The reaper hardly even noticed. He was 
too busy trying to avoid the red-hot roots 
that were breaking out of the ground and 
rearing up like snakes. The flaming trees 


were on the move and there was nowhere 
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to run. 

“GET THEM!” the trees shouted as they 
closed in on the Skylanders. 

Slam Bam fashioned ice boxing gloves 
to protect his fists as he tried to smash 
the advancing plants, while Eruptor had 
recovered enough to spit magma balls 
left, right and centre. But it wasn’t help- 
ing. The trees simply batted the magma 
balls right back where they came from. 
Even Grim Creeper became entangled in 
the burning roots, unable to reach his 
scythe, let alone swing it. 

It was hopeless. The Skylanders were 
outnumbered and outflanked. 

They were going to meet a fiery end 
thousands of years before they'd even 


been born! 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


The Last of the Portal 
Masters 


“This is getting too hot to handle!” yelled 
Slam Bam as a fiery branch whacked him 
on the back, singeing his fur. 

“Even for me!” admitted Eruptor, who 
was now wrestling with a flaming tree. 
There was one option left. He could erupt 
into a giant lake of lava, but then he’d 
scald his friends as much as the trees — 
and there was every chance that the 
burning wood warriors might even enjoy 
it! 

This couldn’t be how it ended. Not here, 
not now, in the dim and distant past. 
What would happen to Eon in the future 
if they failed? What would happen to 
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Skylands? The thought of Kaos winning 
was too much to bear. Eruptor could al- 
most hear the evil Portal Master cackling 
in his head. 

The heat was intense. Flames raged in 
from every angle. Behind Eruptor, Slam 
Bam was shouting. In front, Grim 
Creeper was disappearing beneath a 
mass of glowing roots. 

Then Eruptor realized: it wasn’t the 
roots that were glowing; it was the air 
around the reaper. Eruptor’s eyes wid- 
ened. It was a Portal of Power. Grim 
Creeper was being transported out of 
danger. 

Eruptor twisted and saw Slam Bam 
dissolve in another flash of light. One 
moment the yeti was there, the next he 
was gone. Where were they going? Was 
Eon dragging them back to the future al- 
ready? 

And what about him? 


Eruptor’s question was answered with 
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a bump when he landed on the floor of a 
gloomy cave. Torches burned weakly on 
the rocky walls, sending shadows flicker- 
ing around the cavern. 

He wasn’t alone. Slam Bam and Grim 
Creeper rushed over to see if he was all 
right. Eruptor brushed off their concern 
with a question of his own. 

“Where are we?” he asked. “This isn’t 
Eon’s Citadel.” 

Before his friends could answer, a voice 
echoed around the cave. 

“Who is Eon? And who are you?” 

Eruptor pushed himself to his feet. 
“Great! Just what we need — a spooky and 
mysterious voice!” 

“You will answer the question!” the 
voice insisted. 

“Which one?” shrugged Slam Bam. 

“Er,” said the voice, suddenly not quite 
as impressive as before. “The first one!” 
“Eon is our Portal Master,” Grim 


Creeper offered, raising his scythe just in 
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case the spooky and mysterious voice 
was attached to an equally spooky and 
mysterious body. 

“Impossible,” it shouted back. “The 
Portal Masters are no more! And who do 
you claim to be?” 

“We claim to be what we are!” said 
Eruptor. “Skylanders and proud of it!” 

“Now I know you are lying,” the voice 
screamed. “The Skylanders have been 
banished. They too are gone!” 

“Well, your Skylanders may have 
scrammed, but not us!” said Slam Bam. 
“We're from the future!” 

“The future?” said a smaller voice 
behind them. The Skylanders whirled 
round to see a tiny, hunched figure lean- 
ing on arickety staff. It was a particularly 
ancient-looking Mabu, wearing a huge 
pair of glasses. 

“Where did you come from?” Eruptor 
asked, secretly thanking the benevolents 
that he hadn’t barfed lava all over the 
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Mabu’s sandalled feet. 

“T was here all the time,” the Mabu 
replied, his voice as old as dry leaves. “I 
just made myself invisible.” 

“You can do that?” asked Slam Bam. 

The Mabu twitched his nose and 
vanished to prove it. A moment later he 
reappeared. 

“And the voice?” asked Grim Creeper. 

“ALSO ME!” boomed the Mabu, 
magically bouncing his words off the 
moss-covered rocks. 


“Nice!” the reaper admitted. 
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“Thanks,” said the Mabu, trying a weak 


smile. “I still know a few tricks, even at 


my age.” 
“Are you a wizard?” Eruptor asked. 
The Mabu drew himself up to his full 
height, which, to be honest, wasn’t very 
tall. “No, lava monster. My name is Wiz- 
bit. Iam a Portal Master.” 
Slam Bam frowned. “But you said ...” 
“Tm the last Portal Master. My 
brothers and sisters have all fled Sky- 
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lands. I alone remained to defeat the 
Nightmare King.” Wizbit’s furry face 
crumpled in sorrow. “I failed!” 

“Heh, don’t be hard on yourself, small 
fry,” Eruptor said kindly. 

“Yeah,” agreed Slam Bam. “We hear 
he’s a pretty bogus dude!” 

“Then you heard right,” Wizbit said. 
“He defeated the Skylanders — our Sky- 
landers — and enslaved every race on 
Skylands. Mabu. Gillmen. Molekin. Kan- 
garats. Even dragons. None can stand 
against him. Not even you — even if you 
wanted to!” 

“Of course we want to,” insisted Grim 
Creeper. “That’s why we’ve been sent 
back here.” 

“That’s what he said you’d say,” Wizbit 
said sadly. 

“Who?” asked Eruptor. 

“Me!” announced a new voice from the 
other side of the cave. 

Before the Skylanders could turn, 
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Wizbit twitched his nose. “I’m sorry,” he 
said as magical golden ropes appeared 
around the champions, binding them to- 
gether. 

“Hey, what are you doing?” Slam Bam 
asked as he struggled with his bonds. 
Eruptor was also trying to free himself, 
but he felt so weak all of a sudden. It was 
almost as if his fire was going out. 

“He’s doing what I asked him to, 
FOOLS!” said the owner of the voice, 
stepping out of the shadows. 

“Kaos!” Eruptor spat. 

“The very same,” Kaos gloated, turning 
his attention to the wrinkled Mabu. “You 
have done well, my friend.” 

“Your friend?” Slam Bam couldn’t 
believe what he was hearing. “Wizbit, do 
you know who this is?” 

“Of course he does, FOOL!” interrupted 
Kaos. “He knows that I, KAOOOOS, have 
come from the future to help him defeat 


Nefarion.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
Big Bad Ice Bomb 


Grim Creeper couldn’t believe what he 
was hearing. “Wizbit,” the reaper plead- 
ed. “He’s tricking you. Surely you can see 
that?” 

The Mabu scratched behind his ear 
with his staff. “All I knowis that Kaos told 
me that you would arrive, claiming to be 
Skylanders. Claiming to be my friends.” 

“We are,” said Eruptor. 

“Liars!” snapped Kaos. “I know you are 
agents of the Nightmare King, sent to 
capture brave Wizbit. To stop Wizbit 
from carrying out his plan. I know the 
truth.” 

“Truth?” exploded Eruptor. “You 
wouldn’t know the truth if it crept up and 
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bit you on the bottom!” 

“You leave my bottom out of this!” Kaos 
yelled. “Evil burns in your hearts, all 
three of you. I know it, and so does little 
Wizbit here.” 

“Burns in my heart?” Eruptor scoffed, 
unable to keep his temper under control 
any more. He was steaming, quite liter- 
ally. “Ill show you what burning really 
means.” 

A deep rumble could be heard from 
Eruptor’s body. The other two Sky- 
landers tried to inch away from their fi- 
ery friend, knowing what was about to 
happen. Eruptor was about to live up to 
his name and erupt into a pool of boiling 
lava. It would be worth it. As soon as the 
magma burnt through Wizbit’s rope they 
would be able to teach Kaos a lesson once 
and for all. 

Eruptor screamed, the rumbling 
reaching a climax. “I came, I saw — and I 


burnt!” 


41 of 87 47% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


Slam Bam screwed his eyes shut, ready 
for the scalding lava to roll over him, but 
nothing happened. He opened one eye to 
check, but could only see Kaos snigger- 
ing to himself. 

“What’s the matter, Eruptor?” the evil 
Portal Master asked. “Get cut off in full 
flow?” 

“J-I don’t understand,” Eruptor said, 
looking down at the ropes as they glis- 
tened in the gloom of the cave. “Why 
can’t I erupt?” 

“Those ropes do more than bind you,” 
Wizbit explained sadly. “They stop you 
from using your powers.” 

“You are as helpless as a newborn 
sugarbat!” Kaos sneered. “Finally, I have 
you where I want you, FOOLS!” 

“See?” said Grim Creeper, pleading 
with Wizbit to believe them. “Kaos just 
wants to stop us stopping him. He’s us- 
ing you, Wizbit. Don’t trust him!” 

Wizbit looked at his accomplice. “Do 
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they speak the truth, Kaos? Are you just 
using me?” 

Kaos rested a hand on the Mabu’s 
shoulder. “See how they seek to confuse 
you, old friend? If I was using you, why 
would I have promised to sneak you in- 
side King Nefarion’s castle.” 

“He’s promised you what?” Slam Bam 
asked. Wizbit looked down at his sandals. 
“T shouldn’t say.” 

“No,” Kaos said. “Do it. Talk me 
through your BRILLIANT plan, one 
more time.” 

Wizbit looked nervously at the 
Skylanders, who were still trying to break 
out of their impossibly tight ropes. “You 
mean, in front of them?” 

“They are powerless,” jeered Kaos, 
“thanks to you. Tell them how you will 
defeat their master once and for all! Tell 
them how they’ve FAILED!” 

Wizbit nodded. “Very well.” He wiggled 


his nose and a bomb appeared in the air, 
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floating in front of him. Its surface was 
covered in frost, and icicles hung from its 
smooth bottom. 

“This is the Big Bad Ice Bomb,” Wizbit 
explained. “One of Skylands’ most 
Legendary Treasures. It took me years, 
but finally I tracked it down.” 

Slam Bam couldn't help but be 
intrigued. Like all yetis, he was fasci- 
nated with anything connected to ice. 
“What does it do?” 
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Wizbit still didn’t look sure about 
revealing his plan, but with a little coax- 
ing from Kaos he continued. “Once deto- 
nated, it will freeze Nefarion and his in- 
fernal kingdom in eternal winter. Sky- 
lands will be free of his terrible tyranny 
forever!” 

“Once inside the Nightmare King’s 
castle,” Kaos said smugly, “Wizbit will 


sneak the bomb under Nefarion’s throne. 
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The Nightmare King is DOOOOOMED!” 
He smiled at the aged Portal Master. It 
was the kind of smile that could curdle 
milk. “Isn’t that right, Wizbit, old buddy, 
old pal?” 

The Mabu nodded, but Kaos wasn’t 
finished yet. “No, say it out loud, Master 
Wizbit. That’s what you plan to do, isn’t 
it?” 

Eruptor felt his lava itching. Something 
was wrong here. 

“Y-yes,” confirmed Wizbit — and the 
walls started rumbling. 

Actually, that’s an understatement: the 
walls started shaking. Violently. Stones 
tumbled from the high ceiling as deep 


cracks appeared all around the cavern. 
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“W-what’s happening?” squeaked 
Wizbit. 

“Oh, it’s nothing,” smirked Kaos. “Just 
more of my friends arriving.” 

Behind him, boulders started rolling 
from the walls and joining together. They 
were forming into huge, hulking, moss- 
covered figures. 

“Wait a minute,” said Eruptor. “Those 
walls aren’t even walls!” 

“Correct, lava-breath,” cackled Kaos. 
“Meet the Stony Stone Golems of 
DOOOM!” 
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CHAPTER NINE 


The Stony Stone Golems 
of Dooom! 


The Stony Stone Golems stomped past 
Kaos, and formed a circle round the tiny 
form of Wizbit. The Mabu squeaked as a 
massive hand closed round his trembling 
body, plucking him from the ground. 

“Let go of me,” he pleaded. “I don’t 
understand what’s happening.” 

“Kaos has double-crossed you,” snarled 
Slam Bam. “That’s what!” 

“But why?” wailed the furry Portal 
Master. “You said you were my friend! 
You said you would help me defeat Ne- 
farion!” 

Kaos pretended to be shocked, batting 
his evil eyelashes. “Me?” he gasped in 
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mock surprise. “Help you defeat my 
Master?” 

Eruptor did a double take. “Your what? 
Since when did Kaos serve anyone?” 

“Since I met the Nightmare King,” 
announced Kaos. “Since I met the most 
evil person who ever existed. A monarch 
so menacing that he makes my own 
mother look like a Fluffkin. Behold, your 
Lord and Master. Behold, 
NEFARIOOOOON!” 

The air above Kaos shimmered and a 
gigantic head appeared, glowing the sort 
of green shade people normally only turn 
when they’re feeling queasy. It was big- 
ger than Kaos’ own beloved giant head 
and twice as ugly, if such a thing was pos- 
sible. 

This was probably because the head 
was wearing the Mask of Power, not bro- 
ken into eight pieces but complete. It was 
more hideous than Eruptor could ever 


have imagined, encircled by a mane of 
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snakes that writhed and hissed, spraying 


venom from their needle-like fangs. 
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This was Nefarion, the Nightmare King 
— and by the look of him, he more than 
lived up to his name! 

“Master,” Kaos simpered, dropping to 
one knee. “How marvellous to look upon 
your wickedness again.” 

“SLAVE KAOS,” Nefarion thundered. 
“YOU HAVE SERVED US WELL!” The 
voice was like a thousand noisy boom- 
dragons roaring at once. 

“Thank you, your  Horrendous 
Majesty,” Kaos said, bowing even lower. 
“Did you hear what the traitor Wizbit 
said he was going to do to you?” 

“WE DID!” replied the Nightmare 
King. “HE PLOTS TO FREEZE US IN 
ETERNAL WINTER!” The head broke 
into maniacal laughter. “HE IS A FOOL!” 

“The most foolish of fools,” agreed 
Kaos. “But I, KAOS, have delivered him 
to you!” 

“Tam a fool,” Wizbit agreed from within 


the Stone Golem’s tight grasp. His voice 
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was stronger than it had sounded before, 
and Eruptor noticed that his eyes were 
dancing with defiance. “I am a fool to al- 
low myself to be taken in, and maybe 
even a fool to believe that I could beat 
you. But, as long as there is breath in my 
body, I will keep trying.” 

“VERY WELL,” boomed Nefarion. 
Dark lightning flashed from his beady 
eyes, striking Wizbit in the chest. The 
Mabu cried out before falling silent, his 
body slumped over in the Golem’s fist. 

“No!” yelled Eruptor. He _ strained 
against his bonds, turning to face Nefar- 
ion’s head. “You’re nothing but a big bul- 
ly. Why don’t you pick on someone your 
own size?” 

“LIKE YOU, LITTLE LAVA-ANT?” the 
Nightmare King mocked. He rocked with 
terrible laughter once again. “YOU ARE 
NOTHING COMPARED TO US! 
NOTHING!” 

“We've heard it all before, big head,” 
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scoffed Slam Bam, fixing Kaos with a 
hard stare. “And it always ends the same 
way.” 

Kaos smirked at the yeti, before 
spinning on his heel. “Don’t listen to 
them, my lord. They are _ just 
SKYLOSERS, every last one of them.” 

Nefarion looked quizzical for a minute. 
“SKY-WHAT?” 

“Er, I said sly losers,” Kaos quickly 
corrected himself. “Insignificant worms 
— although to be honest that’s being un- 
fair to worms.” 

“ALL ARE WORMS IN OUR 
PRESENCE!” The Nightmare King bel- 
lowed. 

“Oh, you do go on, don’t you?” Kaos 
hissed beneath his breath, his sickening 
smile never slipping for a second. 

“Now you know how we feel,” chipped 
in Eruptor. 

“GOLEMS, BRING THE PORTAL 
MASTER TO US!” Nefarion ordered. 
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“HE SHALL BE PUNISHED FOR HIS 
TREACHERY.” The Nightmare King 
fixed his eyes upon Kaos. “AND AS FOR 
YOU...” 

“Yes?” Kaos asked, distinctly less 
confident than he had been before. 

“BRING US THIS ‘ICE BOMB’. WE 
WISH TO EXAMINE IT!” 

Relieved, Kaos bowed. “As you 
command, your Repugnant Majesty!” 

“ALL SHALL SERVE THE 
NIGHTMARE KING!” the head boomed 
before vanishing, taking Wizbit and the 
Stony Stone with him. 

“Weeeeeeell,” said Kaos, rubbing his 
hands together in glee. “What shall we do 
now, FOOOOOLS?” 

Eruptor gritted his teeth. “How about I 
burn through these rocks and then 
smother you in lava?” the lava monster 
suggested. 

“Oh yes, the ropes. How’s that working 


out for you?” asked Kaos, sneering. 
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Eruptor looked down to see that his 
lava was having little effect on the golden 
chords. Beside him, Slam Bam was 
growling with frustration as his ice just 
slipped off the ropes. Only Grim Creeper 
remained quiet. The reaper had managed 
to snaffle a sharp stone from the cave 
floor and was busy sawing it back and 
forth across the cords behind his back. 


“Those ropes are resistant to extreme 
temperatures, SKYBLUNDERERS,” 
Kaos cackled. “Not even a Fire Viper 
could burn its way free.” 


“What are you going to do with us?” 
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asked Grim Creeper, getting straight to 
the point. 

“Do?” retorted Kaos innocently, an evil 
smirk creeping across his horrible face. 
“Me? Why, absolutely nothing! Why 
would I want to do anything to three of 
my worst enemies, especially when: A) 
they are tied up in a deep, dark cavern, 
miles underground; B) they are trapped 
five thousand years in the past, and; C) 
they're about to be crushed beneath a 
freak cave-in?” 

“What cave-in?” asked Eruptor, his 
super-heated heart sinking. 

“This cave-in,” Kaos replied, firing a 
bolt of energy from his fingers. It 
smashed into the cave roof, loosening the 
already unstable structure. 

Rocks began to rain down as Kaos 
snapped his fingers and Portalled away 
with the Ice Bomb. “Bye bye, 
SKYLOSERS. We won’t meet again. 
Mostly because you will be BURIED 
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ALIVE! Bwa-ha-ha-HAAAAAAA!” 
Kaos’ rotten laughter was drowned out 
by the roar of the roof collapsing on the 


three helpless heroes. 
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CHAPTER TEN 
Buried Alive 


“OK, that could have gone better,” admit- 
ted Slam Bam as the rocks settled above 
them. 

“No kidding!” replied Eruptor. 

“Well, at least we haven’t been 
crushed,” pointed out Grim Creeper, try- 
ing to keep the mood light (which can be 
difficult when you’re buried beneath sev- 
eral thousand tons of heavy rock). 

The reaper had a point though. At the 
last moment, as the roof had tumbled 
down, Grim Creeper had managed to saw 
through Wizbit’s magic rope. The golden 
cord had fallen away, restoring the Sky- 
landers’ powers and giving Slam Bam 


just enough time to throw up an ice 
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sculpture. Talk about a narrow escape! 
The problem was, the yeti had no idea 
how long the instant igloo could take the 
weight of the cave-in. It was holding for 
now, but was already starting to creak 
ominously thanks to the incredible 
weight bearing down on it. Plus, it was 


starting to melt thanks to Eruptor’s nat- 


ural heat. 


It wouldn’t last long. 
Slam Bam tapped against one of the 
slippery ice blocks. “I guess I could cre- 


ate some icy supports for the ceiling,” he 
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suggested. 

“Where?” asked Eruptor. “There isn’t 
enough room to swing a Chillydog in 
here.” 

It was true. The Skylanders could 
hardly move without elbowing each 
other in the face. 

“So, what’s the plan?” asked Grim. 

“Simple,” said Eruptor. “We escape this 
inescapable prison, follow Kaos to the 
Nightmare King’s palace and stop him 
from taking the Mask.” 

Grim broke into a smile. “Excellent. 
And how do we escape?” 

Eruptor shrugged. “Yeah, still working 
that bit out.” 

“We could tunnel our way out,” Grim 
suggested. 

“If we don’t get crushed first,” said 
Slam Bam, scratching his head. 

“Eruptor could burn through the 
rocks,” Grim prompted. 

“Yeah, but only after I burn through 
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you two in the process,” sighed Eruptor. 
“Look, kid. You did well, cutting through 
that rope, but until we can think of an es- 
cape plan that doesn’t involve us being 
pulverized between rocks —” 

“Or you flame-grilling us by mistake,” 
added Slam Bam. 

“— we have to accept that we’re stuck 
here.” 

“Are you giving up?” Grim said, not 
quite believing what he was hearing. 

“Of course not!” Eruptor said. “We’re 
just temporarily out of ideas, but we'll get 
there. We’re Skylanders, and Skylanders 
never give up. Not even when we're bur- 
ied alive.” 

Grim’s face lit up. “That’s it! Eruptor, 
you re a genius!” 

“T am?” Eruptor asked, sounding as if 
he didn’t quite believe it. “I mean, of 
course I am.” He leaned closer to Grim 
Creeper, which was quite an achieve- 


ment as they were pretty close in the first 
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place. “Why, exactly?” 

“You said we were buried alive,” Grim 
said, repeating Eruptor’s words. “But 
we're not — not all of us, anyway.” 

“Did you get hit by a rock when the 
ceiling caved in, buddy?” asked Slam 
Bam, looking concerned. 

The spooky Skylander laughed. “No! 
You two are buried alive, but I’m buried 
Undead! I’m a ghost, remember? And I 
can do this!” 

As his friends watched in amazement, 
Grim Creeper slipped out of his leather 
armour and floated in front of them in all 
of his ghostly glory. “When I’m in my ar- 
mour, I’m as solid as you two —” he said. 

“Or these rocks!” realized Eruptor. 

The ghost nodded. “But, when I’m like 
this, I can slip through the cave-in as eas- 
ily as a hot scythe through Rotting Rob- 
bies.” 

Slam Bam_ punched the © air, 


accidentally punching Eruptor at the 


51 of 87 59% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


same time, but the lava monster didn’t 
mind. “Good thinking, kid!” 

“Tl get up to the surface and find help!” 

“From who?” asked Eruptor. 

“Tll head to Nefarion’s castle,” the 
ghost replied. “There must be someone 
there who doesn’t like the Nightmare 
King. You two stay here. I’ll be back in no 
time.” 

With that, Grim’s ghost was gone, 
slipping easily through Slam Bam’s igloo 
and disappearing into the rock. 

“Stay here?” Eruptor repeated. “Where 
does he think we'll go?” 

Beside them Grim Creeper’s empty 
armour shrugged, the hood and gloves 
floating in the air as if the Undead Sky- 
lander was still inside. 

“OK,” shivered Slam Bam. “That’s just 
spooky.” 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
The Wailing Walls 


“Wahoo!” Grim’s ghost shouted as he ap- 
peared above the ground. “I’ma free spir- 
it!” 

Hehad found himselfin a storm-lashed 
valley. The rainforest lay behind him, but 
his target was ahead. 

A massive castle rose into the stormy 
sky. Its jutting towers were illuminated 
by the lightning flashing between the 
heavy clouds. Grim Creeper set off, flying 
over the barren wasteland that sur- 
rounded the castle. The Undead Sky- 
lander hailed from the Underworld, one 
of the most terrifying places in all of Sky- 
lands, but even he was unnerved by this 


place. He could almost taste the evil in 
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the air — and all because Nefarion had the 
Mask of Power. Grim didn’t want to 


imagine what terror Kaos could unleash 


if he managed to wrestle the Mask from 
the Nightmare King. 


It wasn’t just the atmosphere that was 
making Grim Creeper nervous. As he ap- 
proached the formidable fortress he real- 
ized he could hear mournful voices sing- 


ing the saddest of songs. It was only when 
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he neared the black battlements that he 


realized where the singing was coming 


from. 


The bricks that made up the massive 
walls were carved into the shape of sing- 
ing skulls. Grim couldn’t tell if their 
dreadful song was just to frighten away 
would-be attackers, or whether the 
bricks really were that sad. Either way, it 
didn’t do much to raise his spirits. For a 
moment, he even considered turning 
round and floating away as fast as he 
could. 

Grim Creeper frowned. “Don’t be such 
a silly spook,” he scolded himself. 


“You've been in scarier places than this. 
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The other guys are depending on you. 
You can’t let them down.” 

Closing his eyes, the Undead Skylander 
sped up and passed through the Wailing 
Wall. 

Inside, the Nightmare King’s castle was 
even colder than the chilly air outside. 
Grim slipped down a corridor, passing 
portraits of Nefarion’s ancestors. Have 
you ever felt like the eyes of a painting are 
following you around a room? In this 
case, they did exactly that. The portraits’ 
eyes tumbled out of their painted heads 
and bounced after the reaper. 

“That’s just weird,” said Grim Creeper, 
escaping through the thick, soft carpet on 
the floor. He appeared in a corridor be- 
low, and breathed a sigh of relief that 
there wasn’t a portrait in sight. 

Saying that, the décor here wasn’t 
much better. The walls were lined with 
skeletons hanging from chains. Each 


skeleton was sobbing uncontrollably. 
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“What’s wrong with you?” Grim 
Creeper asked the nearest bonehead. 

“What’s wrong with me?” the skeleton 
wept. “I’ve been hanging here for five 
hundred years and I’ve got itchy ribs. Do 
you know what it’s like not being able to 
scratch for five centuries?” 

Grim Creeper looked at the skeleton 
sadly. “I’m sorry,” he said. “There’s not 
much I can do without my armour.” 

“That’s OK,” the skeleton sniffed. 
“There is one thing you can do for us, 
though.” 

“Anything!” Grim Creeper said, always 
eager to help. 

“Feed our bats!” the skeleton screamed, 
opening its mouth wide. A swarm of 
squeaking bats shot out of the skeleton’s 
open jaws, hitting Grim Creeper in his 


phantom face. 
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Soon the air was full of the vicious 
creatures, which snapped at the reaper 
with razor-sharp teeth. 

“Ow!” he yelled as one nipped his 
cheek. Unbelievable! They could bite him 
even when he was in his ghost form. This 
place really was a nightmare. 

On the walls, the skeletons rattled with 
laughter. 

“Talk about tickling your funny bone!” 
snorted the one with the itch. 

Its toothless neighbour agreed. “I’m 
laughing my skull off here!” it sniggered. 

Grim Creeper didn’t find it funny. The 
bats stayed with him, continuing to bite 
him, no matter how fast he twisted and 
turned. Then the ghost had an idea. “Let’s 
see if you really will follow me every- 
where, my flappy little friends.” 

The Skylander did a loop-the-loop in 
the air and rushed down the corridor 
with the bats in hot pursuit. He lurched 
towards the wall, sweeping through the 
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skeletons. He grinned as the bats did the 
same, smashing the cackling bone-bags 
into pieces. 

The toothless skeleton’s skull bounced 
once on the floor before coming to rest 
next to the ribcage of its itchy neighbour. 

“Oooh, yeah,” said the first skeleton. 
“Scratch there! Scratch there!” 

Grim Creeper, meanwhile, had reached 
the end of the corridor, the bats still 
snapping at his tail. With a last burst of 
speed, he passed through the wall and fi- 
nally came to a halt as he heard the bats 
hitting the bricks on the other side. 

Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud. 

“Ha!” laughed Grim. “Maybe next time 
youll think twice before trying to snack 
on a spirit!” 

Thankfully, this new corridor was free 
of paintings and skeletons. It stretched 
into the distance, its peeling wallpaper 
interrupted only by the occasional door 


or arch. There was something else, too. A 
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horribly familiar voice drifted towards 
the ghost. 

“Kaos!” Grim Creeper muttered 
beneath his breath, and floated towards 
the sound of the Skylanders’ arch-enemy. 

He found the evil Portal Master behind 
one of the wooden doors. Glumshanks 
was there too, holding the Big Bad Ice 
Bomb in shaking hands. Unseen, Grim 
Creeper silently drifted through the door 
and hid behind a big wooden chest to lis- 
ten. 

“Careful, Glumshanks,” hissed Kaos. 
“You don’t want it to go off.” 

“T don’t, Lord Kaos,” agreed the troll. 
“Th-that’s the very last thing I want!” 

“Now, let me see,” said Kaos, pulling a 
notebook from his sleeve. “Ah yes, here it 
is. Kaos’ Brilliant Plan for Defeating the 
Nightmare King. Step one: go back in 
time.” 

“Ch-check,” said Glumshanks, still 


nervously clutching the bomb. 
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“Step two: obtain the Big Bad Ice 
Bomb.” 

“D-d-done.” 

“Step three: cast a timing spell that will 
prime the Big Bad Ice Bomb to detonate 
in half an hour. Simple enough.” Kaos 
flexed his fingers before focusing on the 
Legendary Treasure. “Big Bad Ice Bomb! 
I, KAOOOS, command you to explode in 
thirty minutes. Not a second more, not a 
second less. You will freeze King Nefar- 
ion where he stands so I can grab the 
Mask of Power and become ALL- 
POWERFUUUL!” 

Kaos stared at the Bomb, but nothing 
happened. Suddenly he remembered the 
last word of the spell. “Please!” 

An eerie blue glow pulsed across the 
bomb’s icy surface, and the spell was cast. 

“There,” said Kaos, looking immensely 
pleased with himself. “Now to pass the 
bomb to the Nightmare King and — 
BOOOOOM - victory is mine.” 
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“Congratulations, Lord Kaos,” 
Glumshanks said, still not completely 
convinced that the Legendary Treasure 
wasn’t about to go off in his face. 

“If only those Skyblunderers were 
around to see me triumph,” Kaos said, 
grinning the evil grin he saved for special 
occasions. “But I think it’s best they stay 
trapped beneath the ground for all time.” 

You wish, thought Grim Creeper from 
his hiding place. Unfortunately, there 
was nothing he could do to wipe that stu- 
pid smile from Kaos’ smug face. Not 
while he was still in his ghost form. Un- 
less ... 

Nowit was Grim Creeper’s turn to grin. 
A plan had formed in his spectral head, 
but he had to move quickly. He had only 
half an hour before the Big Bad Ice Bomb 


went boom! 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
Cell Break 


At the bottom of the Nightmare King’s 
nightmarish fortress lay the dungeons. 
The dungeons, like the rest of the castle, 
were not a nice place to hang out. They 
were made worse by the fact that they 
were just above the sewers (which held 
the title of Skylands’ Smelliest Location 
until Kaos’ sock drawer was invented 
nearly five thousand years later). 

It was in these dungeons that the last of 
the Portal Masters sat, feeling extremely 
sorry for himself. Wizbit sat on a bumpy, 
worn-out mattress, staring at his feet 
with such fury that you would think it was 
his toes’ fault he had fallen for Kaos’ lies. 

“How could I have been so stupid?” the 
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old Mabu said out loud. 

“Don’t blame yourself,” replied a 
spooky voice. 

“AAAAAAAAARGH!” screamed the 
nervy Portal Master. 


“Sorry about that!” said Grim Creeper, 
slipping effortlessly through the dun- 
geon wall. “Scaring folk goes with the ter- 
ritory when you're a ghost. Even a 
friendly one!” 

“T deserve to be scared,” the Mabu said 
after he’d regained his wits. “I was such 
a fool. I can’t believe I blew my chance to 
blow up Nefarion!” 

“There’s still a way,” said Grim Creeper, 
floating excitedly in front of the Portal 
Master. 

“There is?” asked Wizbit. 

Grim Creeper explained how Eruptor 
and Slam Bam were trapped with his liv- 
ing armour beneath the ground. 

“Tf you Portalled them out,” the reaper 


concluded, “we could send Kaos back to 
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the future and help you defeat Nefarion.” 

“You'd do that for me?” said the Mabu. 
“Even after I betrayed you?” 

“Of course we would,” Grim Creeper 
said. “You’re a Portal Master. We’re Sky- 
landers. Helping you is what we do.” 

“There’s only one small problem,” 
pointed out Wizbit. “I can’t do anything 
without a Portal of Power. There’s one in 
Nefarion’s throne room, but that’s all the 
way up there and we're all the way down 
here. How are we even going to get out of 
this dungeon?” 

A smile lit up Grim Creeper’s face. “I 
was hoping you were going to ask me 
that!” 

Outside the Portal Master’s cell, a large, 
heavily armoured troll was eating his 
lunch. It was his favourite — a pebble and 
seaweed sandwich. Lip-smackingly deli- 
cious. 

He was about to take a bite when his 


prisoner shouted through the gap at the 
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bottom of the cell door. 

“Hello out there,” Wizbit cried. 

“What do you want?” the troll snarled, 
the sandwich almost at his thick, blub- 
bery lips. “I’m on my break!” 

“T was just wondering if you could clear 
something up for me?” asked the Portal 
Master. 

“No!” the troll snapped and took a big 
bite, crunching the pebbles noisily. 
Mmm. Lovely. 

“Tt’s just that I’ve heard these dungeons 
are haunted,” Wizbit continued anyway. 
“Ts that true?” 

The troll stopped chewing. “Haunted?” 

“Yes,” replied the Portal Master. “By a 
ghost who really, really doesn’t like 
trolls.” 

The troll swallowed nervously. “Sounds 
like a load of rubbish to me.” 

“You're probably right,” agreed Wizbit. 
“Besides, they say the phantom only at- 


tacks when a troll is eating. Thanks for 
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the chat!” 

The prisoner fell quiet, and the troll 
looked suspiciously at his half-eaten 
sandwich. Nah! The old Mabu didn’t 
know what he was talking about. It was 
just an old story. 

Wasn't it? 

Something whistled past the troll’s 
lumpy head. 

The guard jumped to his feet, dropping 
his sandwich. The pebbles rolled away — 
only to be blown back seconds later. 

“Aaargh!” screamed the troll, snatching 
up what he hoped was his sword but 
turned out to be the keys to the cell. He 
brandished them in front of himself, 
shouting into the shadows. “Who’s 
there?” 

Another breeze whooshed across his 
back. He whirled round, just in time to 
spot something passing through the wall 
into the cells. 

“Who’s there?” he shrieked. 
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“Sorry?” Wizbit responded innocently. 
“No one here but me. Oh, and the ghost.” 

“The ghost?” the troll asked, his voice 
wavering as his eyes darted around the 
dungeon. “You mean it’s real?” 

In answer to his question, voices came 
from every direction at once. 

“Troll. Troll. Troll.” 

“Leave me alone!” yelled the guard. 

“TROLL. TROLL. TROLL.” 

“T don’t believe in you!” the troll cried. 
“You don’t exist!” 

Suddenly the voices stopped and the 
dungeon was still. No wind. No noise. 
Nothing. 

“Oh, so you don’t believe in the ghost, 
eh?” Wizbit asked. 

“No,” insisted the troll, now attempting 
to hide behind the keys. “No, I do not.” 

“That’s a shame,” said the Mabu. 
“Because he believes in you!” 

A spectral face appeared in front of the 
troll’s face, eyes flashing in the dark. 
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“Boo!” the ghost said with a grin. 
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“Waaaaaaaaaah!” the troll wailed, 
throwing down the keys and running for 
his life. “I want my mummy!” 

The rest of Grim Creeper’s body 
appeared beneath his head, and he 
watched as the guard vanished out of the 
main dungeon gate. Then he floated 
down to the discarded ring of keys and 
blew it beneath Wizbit’s cell door. 

Seconds later, the Portal Master had 
unlocked the door and was free. Of 
course, there was still the issue of how 
they were going to sneak into the throne 
room. 

“Not a problem,” said the ghostly 
Skylander, pointing at a spare suit of 
guard’s armour lying in a pile against the 
dungeon wall. “Ever fancied being a 
troll?” 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


The Throne Room of Ter- 
ror 


“This will never work,” puffed Wizbit, 
clanking down a corridor in the ridicu- 
lously large armour. 

“Yes, it will,” encouraged Grim 
Creeper, floating ahead. “Just think like 
a troll.” 

Unable to see from beneath the heavy 
helmet, Wizbit walked into a stone pillar 
with a crash. 

“That’s more like it!” said the ghost. 

They turned a corner and found 
themselves in the far end of the throne 
room. It was a huge chamber, full of dia- 
mond statues and evil tapestries. Grim 


Creeper hadn’t even realized that tapes- 


61 of 87 70% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


tries could be evil until he saw this night- 
marish needlework. Each tapestry 
showed King Nefarion stamping on a 
creature. Mabu, Molekin, even cyclopses 
— they were all getting squashed beneath 
the Nightmare King’s boots. 

And there, sitting on a gigantic throne 
made out of bones, was Nefarion himself. 
He looked likea spider lurking at the cen- 
tre of its web, long arms and legs sprout- 
ing from a thin and wiry body that was 
almost as bony as the throne itself. On his 
face he wore the Mask of Power, which 
was just as horrific as it had been in Wiz- 
bit’s cavern. The mane of serpents 
writhed around Nefarion’s head, tiny 
tongues tasting the air. 

“Look,” said Wizbit struggling to point 
in the hefty armour. “It’s Kaos.” 

Sure enough, the evil Portal Master was 
approaching the throne. Glumshanks, 
holding the Big Bad Ice Bomb, followed 
behind. 
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“We're too late,” whispered the Mabu. 

But Grim Creeper had _ spotted 
something else on the other side of the 
room. “It’s the Portal of Power,” he said, 
trying to work out how they could reach 


it without being seen. 


“Your Frightful Majesty,” Kaos began, 
bowing in front of the Nightmare King. “I 


bring you the Big Bad Ice Bomb, as com- 
manded.” 

“We thank you, loyal and worthless 
servant,” hissed Nefarion, indicating for 
Glumshanks to come forward. The troll 
looked nervously at his master and then 
shuffled towards the throne. 

“That’s close enough,” the king 


ordered, raising a hand. Glumshanks 
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came to a halt, nearly falling over his 
large feet. 

“Interesting,” the king wheezed, 
cocking his head to listen to the Legend- 
ary Treasure. “Can you hear anything, 
Kaos?” 

Kaos thrust out his bottom lip. 
“Nothing at all, your Monstrous Majesty. 
Can you, Glumshanks?” 

The troll shook his head. “No, Lord 
Kaos.” 

“We can,” the king announced, anger 
flooding into his voice. “The Big Bad Ice 
Bomb. It’s ticking!” 

“No!” exclaimed Kaos, his mouth 
dropping open in mock surprise. “Why 
would it be doing that?” 

“Treachery!” cried Nefarion. “Do you 
think we are a fool?” 

“Weeeeeell,” smirked Kaos. “Now I 
come to think of it ...” 

“You have cast a timing spell on this 


weapon,” said the king. “We can smell it. 
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You plan to freeze us in our own castle, 
just like that pathetic Portal Master.” 

“And it’s a plan that will work!” Kaos 
screamed, throwing his hands above his 
head. The Big Bad Ice Bomb shot from 
Glumshanks’ grasp and flew into the air, 
stopping high above the Nightmare 
King’s throne. “Unless you hand the 
Mask of Power over to me, KAOOOOS, 
you are DOOOOOMED!” 

“Never,” said the king, rising to his feet. 
Dark energy was already crackling 
around his claw-like hands, ready to 
strike down the double-crossing Portal 
Master where he stood. “We shall destroy 
you!” 

“He’s done for!” Wizbit said, but Grim 
Creeper wasn’t too sure. 

“Kaos has usually got a trick or two up 
his sleeves,” the ghost said. “Unfortu- 
nately.” 

The Skylander was right. “Destroy 


me?” Kaos jeered. “You wouldn’t know 
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where to start!” 

The evil Portal Master clapped his 
hands together and in a flash the entire 
throne room was filled with perfect cop- 
ies of Kaos, dancing around in victory. 

“There are hundreds of them!” Wizbit 
gasped. 

“But which is the real one?” Grim 
Creeper asked. 

It was a question that was obviously 
vexing the Nightmare King as well. Ne- 
farion threw balls of energy into the 
crowd, vaporizing a dozen Kaoses at a 
time. Every time, more Kaos clones ap- 
peared in their place. 

“Missed me!” cried a Kaos from the 
king’s right. 

“Or did you?” shouted a Kaos to the left. 

“By the time you've found the real me,” 
crowed a Kaos from behind the throne, 
“you'll be as cold as ice.” 

“Unless you give me that Mask!” added 


another Kaos at the back of the room. 
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“Your choice,” every Kaos said at once, 
“your FOOLISH majesty!” 

“Noooooo!” the Nightmare King roared 
in frustration. The Big Bad Ice Bomb car- 


ried on ticking, high above his head. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
Total Kaos 


The Nightmare King’s throne room was 
in, well, chaos. Nefarion was ranting and 
raving, blasting Kaos clones everywhere 
you looked. The Kaoses, meanwhile, 
were cackling and crowing and telling 
anyone who would listen that the Night- 
mare King was DOOOOMED! 

It was just the confusion Grim Creeper 
and Wizbit needed. Discarding the 
Mabu’s armour, they made their way 
through the crowd of Kaoses, heading for 
the Portal of Power. It was the most dan- 
gerous thing Wizbit had ever done, and 
he squealed with fear every time one of 


the king’s energy balls exploded nearby. 
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“Don’t worry,” Grim said, encouraging 
the little Mabu. “We’re nearly there!” 

At one point Wizbit was thrown from 
his feet by a bolt of black lightning that 
disintegrated the nearest gaggle of laugh- 
ing Kaoses. Before the Mabu had time to 
scrabble to his little feet, new Kaoses ap- 
peared, taunting the Nightmare King 
with cries of “Oooh, that tickles!” 

“That’s it!” shouted Grim Creeper as 
they reached the Portal. “Now, bring 
them back! Bring them back now!” 

In the cave, the situation had gone from 


bad to worse to something even worse 


65 of 87 75% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


than worse. 

The weight of the rockfall was proving 
too much for Slam Bam’s ice defences. 
No sooner did he throw up more ice 
blocks than they shattered. The Sky- 


landers were being squashed into the 


ground. 


Eruptor was frantically trying to burn a 
tunnel through the rock, but new boul- 
ders kept dropping into any gap he cre- 
ated. 
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“Tt’s no good,” he said, barely able to 
move. “I can’t get through.” 

Slam Bam strained to twist towards the 
living armour, which was now flattened 
beneath a particularly large rock. 

“Any news from Grim?” the yeti asked, 
but the leather hood wasn’t even able to 
shake itself in reply. 

“Downer!” Slam Bam said, pushing his 
back against the rocks. Maybe, just may- 
be, he could hold back the stones with 
brute strength alone. It was helpless, he 
knew, but Skylanders never, ever gave 
up. Not even when when the situation 
was this grim. 

@ 

Wizbit waved his stubby little arms 
above the Portal of Power. It blazed into 
life, and three figures appeared out of no- 
where. 

“Woah!” cried out Slam Bam as he 
tumbled back, suddenly freed of the 
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weight of several thousand tons of rock. 

“Grim! You did it!” cheered Eruptor, 
leaping to his feet as the ghost beamed 
proudly. 

“Wizbit did it,” Grim Creeper replied, 
racing back into his living armour and 
sweeping up his scythe. “That’s better. I 
feel half-alive now!” 

Wizbit glanced apologetically at the 
lava monster. “I am sorry,” he said. “I 
should have listened to you about Kaos.” 

“Don’t sweat it,” the Fire Skylander 
responded, although his eyes widened 
when he saw the army of Kaoses advanc- 
ing on the Nightmare King’s throne. 
“And I thought one of him was bad 
enough!” 

“We need to find the real deal!” yelled 
Grim Creeper, leaping into action, his 
scythe already chopping through the 
nearest Kaos. “And stop him getting the 
Mask!” 


“He’s gonna get slammed,” cheered his 
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yeti companion, all four fists flying as he 
piled into the crowd of clones. 

The Skylanders surged forward, 
punching, slicing and lobbing lava balls 
— not that it did much good. No sooner 
did a fake Kaos fall than three despicable 
duplicates would pop up to taunt the he- 
roes. 

“The trail’s going cold!” Slam Bam said, 
trapping six Kaoses in icy prisons. 
“Where is he?” 

Eruptor glanced over to the Nightmare 
King’s throne. Multiple Kaoses were 
creeping up to try to grab the Mask of 
Power — but only one of them had Glum- 
shanks by his side! 

“There he is,” roared Eruptor. “With 
the troll!” 

“T see him,” Grim Creeper shouted. 
“Let’s bring him some grave tidings!” 

“Tll clear a path,” Eruptor rumbled. 
“Tve been wanting to do this all day! 
Can’t beat the heat!” 
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Slam Bam and Grim Creeper leapt back 
onto the Portal of Power as Eruptor blos- 
somed into a huge pool of rolling lava 
that spread across the throne room in 
waves. 

“Surfs up!” shouted Slam Bam as the 
magma reached the throne. Creating an 
ice-board beneath his feet, the yeti 
launched himself from the Portal and 
surfed the lava flow, with Grim Creeper 
hanging on to his white mane. 

“What is this?” gasped Nefarion as 
Slam Bam streaked past. 

“Skylanders in action!” yelled Grim 
Creeper. 

“Giving evil the cold shoulder,” Slam 
Bam grinned, piling into the real Kaos 
and Glumshanks. 

But they weren’t as real as he thought. 
The nasty Portal Master disappeared as 
soon as he was barged, and so did Glum- 
shanks. 

“What the —” shouted Eruptor as he re- 
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formed, but he was interrupted by a cry 
of triumph from a Kaos. 

The original Kaos. 

The victorious Kaos. 

“No!” screamed Nefarion as the Mask 
was yanked from his face. Immediately, 
he started to shrink. Those extraordinar- 
ily long limbs started to shorten. His un- 
settling body became squat and childlike. 

“Not fair!” Nefarion wailed, tears 
flowing down his now chubby cheeks. 

“Behold,” cried Kaos as his duplicates 
vanished, their job done. “The Night- 
mare King revealed!” 

“But he’s just a boy,” gasped Wizbit 
from the Portal. 

“More like a spoilt brat! Why do you 
think he had the Mask of Power created 
in the first place? The pampered prince 
was never taken seriously, even when he 
was crowned!” Kaos stuck out his bottom 
lip as he loomed over the kid king. 
“What’s the matter? Has the bad man got 
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your mask?” 

Nefarion responded by flying into an 
almighty temper tantrum. 

“So much for the most terrifying tyrant 
ever to rule Skylands,” Slam Bam said. 

But Eruptor’s eyes were on their 
greatest enemy. “Kaos!” he yelled. “Drop 
the Mask!” 

“T don’t think so, SKYLOSER!” Kaos 
sneered. “I’ve waited a long time for this.” 

As the Skylanders watched in horror, 
Kaos held the Mask in the air and began 


to lower it over his wicked, grinning face. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
The Mask of Power 


“T don’t think so,” roared Eruptor, spit- 
ting a magma ball right at Kaos. It hit the 
Mask, and the enchanted wood caught 
fire immediately. 

“Hot, hot!” screeched Kaos, tossing the 
burning mask into the air before tum- 
bling from the throne. 

Everyone in the throne room watched 
the blazing mask arc above their heads. 
Suddenly the sobbing Nightmare King 
leapt from his seat. “Mine!” he yelled, 
running to catch the Mask as it started to 
tumble back to the ground. “I mean, 
ours!” 

“No! It belongs to KAOOSSS!” 


screamed Kaos, jumping up from where 
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he had fallen. 

Even Glumshanks, who had been 
trying to stay out of the way, raced for- 
wards, arms outstretched. “I'll get it for 
you, my Lord!” 

The three villains charged together, all 


eyes on the Mask. 
CRUNCH! 


Eruptor winced as they ploughed 


straight into each other and landed in a 
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heap on the floor. 

Kaos was the first to recover. “Where is 
it?” he babbled, scrabbling out of the 
mess of arms and legs. “Where is the 
Mask?” 

“Tt must be here somewhere,” said 
Nefarion, gazing around the floor. 

“Ow!” said Glumshanks. 

“Are you looking for this?” said a voice 
from above. 

Kaos, Nefarion and Glumshanks 
looked up to see Wizbit standing on the 
shoulders of Grim Creeper, who himself 
was being held aloft by two of Slam Bam’s 
muscular arms. The Mabu was brandish- 
ing the extinguished but charred Mask of 
Power. 

“Give us back our mask,” Nefarion 
ordered, tottering forward only to be 
stopped by a sudden splash of boiling la- 
va. 

“Sorry,” grinned Eruptor 


mischievously. “Indigestion!” 
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Perched on top of the other Skylanders, 
Wizbit held the Mask as high as he could. 
“This accursed Mask has brought noth- 
ing but evil to Skylands. Its reign of ter- 
ror ends today.” 

“No!” shouted Kaos. “You mustn't!” 

“T must. With the last of my magic I 
shatter the Mask forever,” Wizbit replied. 
“Mask of Power — no more!” 

The Mask shone as bright as athousand 
suns and shattered in front of their eyes. 
The force of Wizbit’s spell sent the Sky- 
landers staggering back, and Slam Bam 
dropped Grim Creeper to the floor. The 
Undead Skylander twisted as he fell, and 
grabbed the Mabu before he hit the stone 
tiles. 

When the glare cleared, the Mask was 


gone. 
“Where is it?” Nefarion bawled. 
“WHERE IS OUR MASK?” 


“Gone!” Eruptor cheered. “Split into 


eight segments.” 
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“One for each Element,” said Slam 


Bam. 
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“And scattered across Skylands,” Grim 
Creeper added. “Where they will remain 
hidden.” 

“For now!” spat Kaos. The Skylanders 
spun round to face the evil Portal Master. 
“You forget, SKYBLUNDERERS, I have 
five of the segments safely tucked away 
five thousand years in the future.” 

“Give it up, Kaos” Eruptor said, 
advancing on Kaos. “You've lost!” 

“Kaos never loses!” the Portal Master 
screeched. “Not when there’s a Big Bad 
Ice Bomb ready to blow! Enjoy being fro- 
zen for all time, lava-breath. Come, 
Glumshanks. We’re leaving! Back to the 
future! Back to my VICTORY!” 

Kaos clapped his hands together and a 
time rift appeared behind him, gobbling 
up both he and Glumshanks before the 
Skylanders could react. 

“The bomb,” wailed Nefarion, going 
white with terror. “It’s going to go off. 


Run for your lives!” 
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The not-so-nightmarish king turned on 
his heels and fled as fast as his little legs 
would carry him. 

“Td forgotten about that thing,” 
admitted Slam Bam, looking up at the 
ticking Legendary Treasure. 

“T hadn't,” said Grim Creeper, “but it’s 
OK. Wizbit can just diffuse it, right?” 

“Wrong,” said the Mabu, looking 
pitiful. “I used the last of my magic to de- 
stroy the Mask.” 

“But it’s going to go off any minute 
now!” said Grim Creeper. 

Eruptor stepped forward. “It’s fine. I 
know what to do!” 

Beside him, Slam Bam realized what 
the lava monster had in mind. “Eruptor, 
you can’t!” 

“Don’t you get it, Slam?” Eruptor 
smiled sadly. “I already have. A leg up, 
OK?” 

“T don’t understand,” Wizbit said, but 


Grim Creeper just placed a gauntleted 
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hand on the Mabu’s shoulder. 

“Tt’s all a matter of timing,” the ghost 
said softly as Slam Bam hurled Eruptor 
into the air. 

The lava monster opened his mouth 
and swallowed the Legendary Treasure 
in one gulp. 

“Could do witha bit more salt,” Eruptor 
said before the Big Bad Ice Bomb ex- 
ploded in his stomach. The lava monster 
was instantly encased in a sheet of ice 
that started to creep slowly towards 
them. 

“T think Nefarion had a point,” Slam 
Bam said, dragging his eyes away from 
his frozen friend. “RUN!” 

The Skylanders ran for their lives as 
Nefarion’s kingdom was transformed 


into a sea of ice. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
A Final Message 


In the future, Master Eon took a deep 
breath. The dizziness had finally passed. 
That could only mean one thing. Sup- 
porting himself with his staff, he closed 
his eyes and let his mind reach out across 
Skylands. 

There was no Darkness. No Emperor 
Kaos. Skylands was just as it should be. 

“They did it,” the Portal Master 
breathed, opening his eyes again. Of 
course they had. They never let him 
down. 

Now all he had to do was bring them 
safely home. 

Muttering magical words beneath his 
breath, Eon slammed the end of his staff 
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on to the ground. In front of him, the rip 
in time reappeared. He peered into the 
wild, shimmering colours, calling the 
Skylanders by name. 

Seconds later they tumbled into the 
Portal room — Slam Bam, Grim Creeper 
and an ancient-looking Mabu who 
looked suspiciously like an older version 
of his assistant, Hugo. 

As soon as they were through, the rift 
closed forever. 

Slam Bam looked up at his Portal 
Master. “Am I glad to see you!” 

“Welcome back, Slam Bam,” said Eon 
proudly. “And congratulations. Skylands 
is safe once more. The true course of his- 
tory has been restored!” 

“But Eruptor,” said Grim Creeper. 
“He’s still —” 

“Frozen,” Eon said, his face dark. “I 
know.” 

“T think I can help with that,” Wizbit 
chipped in, pushing his frosty glasses up 
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his nose. “My magic may have gone, but 
I still remember a spell or two. All we 
need is a Portal Master to say the ancient 
mystic words.” 

The Mabu grinned knowingly at Eon. 

@ 

“Master Eon?” said Professor Splinters 
as the Portal Master appeared with the 
Skylanders and Wizbit in the middle of 
the cavern. 

“Good to see you back to normal, 
Professor,” said Eon as Slam Bam and 
Grim Creeper rushed forward to check on 
Eruptor. He was frozen in the exact place 
they had last seen him, five thousand 
years ago. 

“Normal?” asked the Ent. “Why 
wouldn’t I be?” 

Eon chuckled, turning to the elderly 
Mabu who had appeared by his side. 
“You have it?” 


Wizbit handed Eon the Book of Power. 


74 of 87 85% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


“T wrote it on the back page,” the Mabu 
said. “Words that haven’t been spoken in 
Skylands for millennia.” 

“Then get a move on,” said Slam Bam 
impatiently, before apologizing to Eon. 
The Portal Master merely flipped open 
the book and began reciting the spell. 

“Ts it working?” asked Grim Creeper, 
never taking his eyes off Eruptor. 

Slam Bam raised all four hands, and 
pressed them against the ice. “Yes!” he 
announced. “The ice is retreating, flow- 
ing back into Eruptor’s body!” 

As they watched, the ice block melted 
away to nothing, leaving Eruptor hang- 
ing in the air. He still looked frozen, his 
lava icy blue rather than its usual roaring 
red, but in the blink of an eye the colour 
returned to his rocky skin. Eruptor 
crashed back down to the ground and 
opened his eyes. 

“Hey, buddy,” Slam Bam _ said, 


welcoming his friend with a_ sharp- 
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toothed smile. “How are you feeling?” 

Eruptor replied by burping out the 
remains of the Big Bad Ice Bomb. 

“Does that answer your question?” 
Grim Creeper asked. 

Behind them, the pages of the Book of 
Power started to glow. Eruptor frowned 
at Eon. “Hey, doesn’t that only happen 
when it’s near a fragment of the Mask?” 

“Maybe it is,” said Eon, stretching out 
a hand. The bomb (or what was left of it) 
rose magically into the air and trans- 
formed into the Fire segment of the Mask 
of Power. 

“Ha!” laughed Wizbit. “Of course. It 
would have spirited away to the coldest 
place possible when I broke up the 
Mask!” 

“The middle of the Big Bad Ice Bomb!” 
realized Grim Creeper. 

“Which ended up in the middle of him,” 
laughed Slam Bam, thrusting a hairy 
thumb at Eruptor. 
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But the lava monster was watching 
Eon. The tall Portal Master wasn’t cele- 
brating, but staring at the pages of the 


Book of Power in despair. 
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“What’s wrong, Master Eon?” the lava 
monster asked. “We stopped Kaos, 
right?” 

Eon turned the pages so the Skylanders 
could see. The Book was showing an im- 
age of Kaos holding the completed Mask. 

“Ah, stay cool,” said Slam Bam. “That’s 
just what happened back in Nefarion’s 
castle. Kaos found the Mask too hot to 
handle.” 

“No,” said Wizbit, peering at the pages. 
“That’s not the past.” 

“T’m afraid not,” Eon agreed. “The Book 
is showing us the future.” 

“What?” asked Eruptor. “You mean ...” 

“T mean,” said Eon, “that whatever we 
do, Kaos is destined to wear the Mask of 


Power. He’s going to win!” 


To be concluded in ... 


TRIGGER HAPPY 
TARGETS THE EVIL KAOS 
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If you would like to... 


Turn the page for 
an extract from 
Trigger Happy 
Targets the Evil 
Kaos 
by 
Onk Beakman 
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Read ° More 


Onk Beakman 


TRIGGER HAPPY TARGETS 
THE EVIL KAOS 


Chapter One 

Snake Attack! 
Since you’re reading this book, the 
chances are you’ve never had to fight a 
Water Viper. For this, you should count 
yourself very, very lucky. 

Some of you may not even know what a 
Water Viper is. If that’s the case, imagine 
a snake. One with a wriggly, muscular 
body and a lot of scales. Oh, and long 
needle-like fangs too. 

The snake in your head is probably 
pretty scary, right? The stuff of real 
nightmares. 

Well, a Water Viper is worse. Much 


worse. First, take the snake you just 
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imagined and make it the size of a house. 
Not a small house — a really big house. 

Now, colour its scales aqua-blue, and 
make them super-slimy. Finally, give 
your snake glowing red eyes and fangs 
the size of your arm. Actually, make them 
twice the size of your arm. 

If you’ve done all that then you’re 
halfway to imagining just how insanely 
terrifying a Water Viper actually is. For- 
tunately for you, they don’t exist in your 
world. They live in Skylands, the most 
magical place in all of creation. Here in 
Skylands, millions of trillions of gazil- 
lions of enchanted islands float in a bril- 
liant blue sky. These islands are filled 
with amazing creatures as well as petri- 
fying monsters. Water Vipers fall into the 
latter category. 

Luckily for the people of Skylands, 
there is a band of heroes who fight mon- 
sters and other followers of the Darkness. 


These are the Skylanders: courageous 
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champions who will stop at nothing to 
keep Skylands safe from evil. 

Courageous champions such as the 
three who heard a cry for help coming 
from Mabu Market, and rushed to find a 
Water Viper attacking the timid Mabu 
who work there. 

“No gold! No glory!” 

Trigger Happy was the first Skylander 
to leap from the Portal of Power, which 
had transported the three heroes to 
Mabu Market. He was a giggling gremlin, 
covered in rust-coloured fur and with a 
ridiculously long tongue that lolled out of 
his permanently grinning mouth. 

But his tongue wasn’t the first thing 
people usually noticed about Trigger 
Happy. No, the first thing was the two 
massive golden guns he held in his 
hands. 

Trigger Happy was the best shot in 
Skylands. In fact, he still is. He never 


misses, but his guns don’t fire bullets or 
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missiles; his shiny shooters fire gold 
coins. This is why people cheer when 
Trigger Happy appears and sends bad 
guys packing. Not only does he rid your 
home town of wrongdoers, but he'll also 
leave so much gold ammo lying around 
that you'll be rich for the rest of your life. 

Usually Trigger Happy likes to shoot 
first and answer questions later (most of 
the time he forgets to ask the questions 
at all). However, even he paused when he 
saw the state of Mabu Market. 

© 

What has halted Trigger Happy in his 
tracks? What has the Water Viper done 
to Mabu Market? And can Kaos be 
stopped from conquering Skylands? 

Find out all of the answers in the 
unmissable final instalment of the Mask 
of Power ... 

© 
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“TARGETS - 
THE EVIL KAOS 


Enjoyed the free sam- 
pler? 
Then pre-order the full 
book now from your fa- 
vourite store. 


81 of 87 93% 


Skylanders Mask of Power: Eruptor Meets the Nightmare King: Book 7 


HEAD TO HEAD 


Which Skylander do you like best - the hot-headed lava 
monster or the polar hard-hitter? 


ERUPTOR 


Eruptor started life with his fellow lava monsters deep 
beneath a fiery volcano. Life was good until a squabble 
broke out in the stifling conditions of a lava pool party. The 
raging argument caused the volcano to erupt, spewing lava 
monsters far and wide. The cool air of Skylands brought 
Eruptor's temper back under control and he offered his 
services to Eon, who gladly made the hothead a Skylander. 


Eruptor is quite literally o force of nature. He still struggles 
to keep his temper from boiling over, but only loses his cool 
with the forces of evil — most of the time! 


Eruptor's lava balls turn up the heat wherever he goes. 


When he really gets angry, Eruptor lives up to 
erupts into a sea of boiling lava! 


ames 
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Give each category a rating out of 10, then add them all 
up. Whoever receives the highest score is your favourite! 


=» SLAM BAM 


Slam Bam was happy living clone on his glacier until Koos 
came o-calling. The evil Portal Master was jealous of Slam 
Bam’s talent for making the best snow cones and destroyed 
the glacier in a fit of pique. Slam Bam fleated away on 
a rapidly melting iceberg and eventually arrived at Eon's 
Citadel where he decided to put evil on ice as one of the 
Skylanders. 

= 


While he was always a loner, frosty old Slam Bam has learnt 
to work in a group. Sill, every now and then he dreams of 
getting away from it oll — somewhere nice and cold where 
he can go icebathing! 


Whe needs weapons when you've got four fists of fury? 


No evildoers can escape from Slam Bam's icy prisons! 
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content! 
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of, interviews and much more, from 
Eoin Colfer, Cathy Cassidy, Allan Ahl- 
berg and Meg Rosoff to Lynley Dodd! 


WEB NEWS 


The Puffin Blog is packed with posts 
and photos from Puffin HQ and special 
guest bloggers. You can also sign up to 

our monthly newsletter Puffin Beak 


Speak. 


WEB CHAT 


Discover something new EVERY 
month — books, competitions and treats 


galore. 
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(Puffins have funny little feet and 
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It all started with a 
Scarecrow 


Q 


Puffin is over seventy years old. 
Sounds ancient, doesn’t it? But Puffin 
has never been so lively. We’re always 

on the lookout for the next big idea, 

which is how it began all those years 


ago. 


£ 


Penguin Books was a big idea from 
the mind of a man called Allen Lane, 
who in 1935 invented the quality paper- 
back and changed the world. And 
from great Penguins, great Puffins 
grew, changing the face of chil- 
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dren’s books forever. 


i 


The first four Puffin Picture Books 
were hatched in 1940 and the first Puf- 
fin story book featured a man with 
broomstick arms called Worzel Gum- 
midge. In 1967 Kaye Webb, Puffin Edi- 
tor, started the Puffin Club, promising 
to ‘make children into readers’. 
She kept that promise and over 
200,000 children became devoted Puff- 
ineers through their quarterly instal- 
ments of Puffin Post. 


& 


Many years from now, we hope you'll 
look back and remember Puffin with a 
smile. No matter what your age or 
what you’re into, there’s a Puffin 

for everyone. The possibilities are end- 


less, but one thing is for sure: whether 
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it’s a picture book or a paperback, a 
sticker book or a hardback, if it’s got 
that little Puffin on it — it’s bound 
to be good. 


] 


www. puffin.co.uk 
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